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F dying levers yet deſerve a tear, 
If a ſad ſtory of a maid's deſpair, 
el move compaſſion in the pitying fair; 
— day the poet does his wy employs 
he ſoft acceſſes of your ſouls to try. 
Hh the Lad, 2 15 mind . ; 
The brute pbiloſapber, wvho ne er -— og 
The joy of loving and of being lov'd ; 
Who ; Au bis buman nature to confeſs, 
And, ftriving to be more than man, is leſs. 
Nor let the men the weeping 1 7 accuſe, 
Thoſe kind protectors of the Tragick Muſe, 
IV boſe tears did moving Otway's lobours crowns 
And made the poor Monimia's grief their ows : 
Thoſe tears their art, net weakneſs, bas confcſt, 
Their grief approv d the —_ of their taſte, 
And they wept moſt, — they Judg'd the beſt, 
O could this age's writers bope to fin 
An audience to compaſſion thus inclin'd, f 
The flag e wvou'd need no fares nor ſong, nor dance, 


Clinch, and his or gan- pipe, bis dogs and bear, 8 
Her ſearch ſhould ranſack all the ancients flore, 
Shakeſpeare, whoſe genius, to itſelf a law, 
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To one—But, ob ! bow hard "twill be to find 
That phenix in your fickle changing lind 
New loves, new intereſts, and religions new, 
Still your fantoflick appetites purſue. 

Your fichly fancies loath what you poſſeſs, 
And every refileſs fool would change bis place. 


Some weary of their peace and quit: grown, 


Want to be boifled up 775 ſpewon ; | 
Whilſt — the enuy d bei ty the wiſe get ſafeh 
own, 


We find our wavering temper to our coff, 


| Since all our pains and care to leaſe * 
riendly i 


Mufick in vain ſupports with 
Her fifter Pietry's declining bead: 
Shew but a mimich ape or French bufſoon, 
Tos to the other bouſe in ſhoals are gone, 
And leawe us here to tune our crowds alone, 
Muff S * Fleteber, and laborious Ben 
Be left for Scaramouch and Harleguin ? 
Al'low you are inconſlant, yet tis — 
For ſenſe is ſtill the ſame, and ne er can change, 
Yet e en in that you wary as the reft; 
And every day new notions are priſe. 
Nay, there's a wit bas found, as I am told, 
New ways to beaven, deſpairing of the old: 
He * be'll ſpoil the clerk and ſexton's trade, 
Bells ſhall no more be rung, nor graves be made ; 
The heat ſe and fix no longer M in faſhion, 
Since all the faithful may e\peH tranſlation. 
What think you of the projet ? I'm for trying, 
P11 lay «fide he fat thoug bts of dying; 
Preſerve my youth and wh. pap ae the flag e, 

d be tranſlated in a gocd o d age. | 


| 
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Nor capering Monſicur brought fhom attive France: 
To native Barnet might again repa ir, 

Or breathe, with Captain Otter, Bankſide air. 
Majeſtick Tragedy ſhould once again 

Tn purple pomp adorn the ſwelling ſcene: ; 
The fortunes of their loves and arms explore, { 
Such as might give you, but ſhould pleaſe you more. 
What Shakeſpeare durſ net, this bold age ſhould do, 
And famous Greek and Latin beauties ſhew: 

Could men in every beigbt of nature dra , 

And copy'd ali but women that be ſaw. 2 AW 
Thoſe ancient berzines your concern ſhould mavey 51 
Their grief and ange much but moſt their Tl 
For in the account of every age we find 
The bef and faireft of that ſex were hind, 
To pity a'ways 814 to love inclin'd, 

Aſert, ye fes, who in judgment fit, 
Your ancient en pire wer love and wit; 
Reform our ſenje, and teach the men t ob: 
They'il leave their tumbling, if you lead tbe cuay. 


Be but wobat thoſe before te Otwway were: 
O were you but as lind] we know you are as fair. 


PANE 
II. 0 w U£. 


HE ſpleen and wapours, and this d:leful play, 
Have mi tify'd me to that beight to-day, 
That I am almeft in the mortal . 
To die indeed, and leave you all bebind, 
Cnc thin, fince I reſolve in peace to part, 
1 mean to leave to one alone my heart: 
La fawours will admit of no partage, | 
J bar all hiring, but uj on 05, 5 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
FRY MEN 


ARTAxXERXES, Prince of Perſia, elder Son t 
King Arſaces, by a former Queen. 

ARTABAN, Son to Arſaces, by Artemifa. 

MzMnoN, formerly General to Arſaces, now di 

. graced, a Friend to Artaxerxes. 

Mirza, firſt Miniſter of State, in the Intereſt 
Artemiſa and Artaban. 

MaGcas, Prieſt of the Sun, Friend to Mirza u 

the Queen. 

CLEtANTHES, Friend to Artaban. 

Orciants, Captain of the Guards to th 


Queen, 
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W © M--E . 
AxTEM!SA, formerly the Wife of Tiribaſvy, 
P:rfian Lord, now married to the King, 
Queen of Perſia, 
AMESTRIS, Daughter to Memnon, in love ® 
and beloved by, Artaxerxes. * 
Cros, Daughter to Mirza, in love wich 


To ore 2069 can with one al:ne be ble, | 


The peaceful monarch of a fingle breaſt: 


taxerxes, and beloved by Artaban. 
BELIZA, Contidante to Cleone. 
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AMBITIOUS STEPMOTHER. 
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LET. 
SCENE, A Royal Palace. 
Enter at ſeveral Doors, Mirza and Magas. 


M. HAT bring'ſt thou, Magas ? Say, how 
fares the king ? 


Mag. As one, whom when we number with the 
We ſay the moſt we can; tho' ſure it muſt [living, 
Be happier far to quit a wretched being, 
Than keep it on ſuch terms. 

Mir. My royal miftreſs Artemiſa's fate, 


2 And all her ſon young Artaban's high hopes, 
Hang on this lucky crifis ; fince this day 
The haughty Artaxerxes and old Memnon 
Enter Perſepolis : the yearly feaft 

8 Devoted to our glorious god the Sun 

* Hides their deſigns under à holy veil ; 


And thus religion is a maſk for faction. 
But let their guardian Genii ſlill be watchful, 
For if they chance to nod, my waking vengeance 
25 Shall ſurely catch that moment to deſtroy them. 

Mag. Tis ſaid the fair Ameſtris, Memnon's 
Comes in their company. [daughter, 

Mir. That fatal beauty, | 
With moſt malignant influence, haſt croſs'd 
My firſt and great ambition. When my brother, 
The great Cleander, fell by Memnon's hand, 
. [You know the tory of our houſes quarrel) 
I ſought the king for juſtice on the murderer ! 
And to confirm my intereſt in the court, 
| offer'd my Cleone to the price, 
Fierce Artaxerxes; he, with rude diſdain, 
Refus'd the profferz and to grate me more, 
Pablickly own'd his paſſion for Ameſtris: 
And, in deſpite e en of his father's juſtice, 
Eſpous'd the cauſe of Memnon, 
Mag. Een from that noted æra, I remember, 
irt at You Cited all your ſervice to the queen, 
Our common miſtreſs. | 

Mir. 'Tis true, I did ſo: nor was it in vain; 
the did me right, and ſatisfy'd my vengeance : 
Memnon was baniſh'd, and the prince, diſgrac'd, 
Vent into exile with him. Since that time, 
vince I have been admitted to her council, 
And ſeen her, with unerring judgment, guide 

be reins of empire; I have been amaz'd, 

0 ſee her more than manly ſtrength of ſoul, 

it ſtory tells of great Semiramis, 
Or rolling time, that gathers as it goes, 
added more, ſuch Artemiſa is. 
7. Sure 'twas a mark of an uncommon genius, 

To bend a foul like that of great Arſaces, 

nd charm him to her ſway. 

ir. Certainly fate, 
newhat like the force of fate, was in it; 

til whene'er remembrance ſets that ſcene ; 
Ne my eyes, 1 view it with amazement. 
+I then was young, a ſtranger to the court, 


-ibaſvs, 
ing, 
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And only took the ſtory as reported 
By different fame; you mult have known it better. 

Mir. Indeed I did; then favour d by the king, 
And by that means a ſharer in the ſecret, - 
"Twas on a day of publick feſtival, 

When beauteous Artemiſa ſtood to view 
(Behind the covert of a golden lattice) 

Che king and court returning from the temple : 
When juſt as by her ſtand Ariaces paſs, 

The window by defign or chance fell down, 

And to his view expos'd her bluſhing beauties. 
She ſeem'd ſurp:is'd, and preſently withdrew z 
But 2:'en that moment was an age in love: 

So was the monarch's heart for paſſion moulded, 
So apt to take at firſt the ſoft impreſſion. 

Soon as we were alone, I found the evil; 
Already paſt a remedy, and vainly 

Urg'd the reſentment of her injur'd lord: 

His love was deaf to all. 

Mag. Was Tieibaſus abſent ? 

Mir. He was then general of the horſe, 

Under old Memnon in the Median war. 2 
But if that diſtant view ſo much had charm'd him, 
Imagine how he burnt, when, by my means, 

He view'd her beauties nearer; when each action, 
And every graceful ſound conſpir'd to charm him: 
In ſhort, 

After ſome faint reſiſtance, like a bride 

That ſtrives awhile, tho' eager for the bliſs, |, 
The furious king enjoyed her; . 

And to ſecure their joys, a ſnare was laid 

For her unthinking lord, in which he fell, 

Before the fame of this could reach his ears, 

Since that, ſhe ſtill has by ſucceſsful arts 
Maintain'd that pow'r which firſt her beauty gain'd, 

Mag. With deepeſt foreſight, wiſe: y has the laid 
A ſure foundation for the future greatneſs 
Of Artaban, her only darling ſon. : 
Each buſy thought that rolls within her breaſt, 
Labours for him: the king, when firſt he ſicken'd, 
Declar'd ke ſhuuld ſucceed him in the throne, 

Mir. That was a point well gain'd: nor were the 
Of Artaxerxes worth our leaſt of fears, [elderſhip 
If Memnon's intereſt did not prop his cauſe. 

Since then they ſtand ſecur'd, by being join'd, | 
From reach of open force, it were a maſter-piece, 
Worthy a thinking head, to ſow diviſion 

And ſeeds of. jealouſy, vo looſe thoſe bonds 
Which knit and hold them up; that ſo divided 
With eaſe they might be ruin c. 

Mag. That's a difficulty next to impoſſible. 

Mir. Ceaſe to think fo, 

E'en Memnon's temper ſeems to give th' occaſion z 
Of wrong impatient, headlong to revenge z 

Tho' bold, yet wants that faculty of thinking, 
That ſhould direct his anger. Valiant fools _ 
Were made by Nature for the wiſe to work with; 


o 


They are their togls, and tis he ſport of Aateſmen, 
_ OY 
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And fall by one another. 
Mag. What you've ſaid, - eb, 
Has wake d a thought in me which may be lucky : 
Ere he was baniſh'd for your brother's murder, 
There was a friendſhip twixt us; and tho' then 
I left his barren ſoil, to root myſelf 
More ſafely under your auſpicious ſhade, 
Yet till pretending ties of ancient love, 


Tas AMBITIOUS STEPMOTHER!?- | 
When heroes knock their knotty heads together, 3 


At bis arrival here I'll viſit him: 


Whenee this advantage may at leaſt be made, 
To ford his ſhallow ſoul. 

Mir. Oh! much, much more; 
"Twas happily remember'd: : 
Thy function too will varniſh o'er our arts, 

And ſanRify diſſembling. 

Mag. Vet ſtill I doubt, | 
His caution may draw back, and fear a ſnare. 

Mir. Tell him, the better to affiſt the fraud, 
That even I wiſh his friendſhip, and would gladly 
Forget that cauſe of hate, which long has held us. 
At mortal diftance, give up my revenge, 
A grateful off ring to the publick peace. 
Mag. Could you afford him ſuch a bribe as that, 
A brother's blood yet unaton'd ? 

Mir. No, Magas; 
Jt is not in the power of fate to raze 
That thought from out my memory: 
Yet I wonld have thee promiſe that, and more; 
The friendſhip of the queen, the reſtitution 
Of his command, and honours, that his daughter 
Shall be the bride of Artaban ; ſay any thing: 
Thou know*R the faith of courtiers, and their oaths, 

Like thoſe of lover's; the gods laugh at em. 

* Mag. Doubt not my zeal to ſerve our royal miſtreſs, 
And in her intereft yours, my friend and patron. 
age == worthy prieſt! fill be my friend, and 
are 


— 


The utmoſt of my pow'r : by greatneſs rais'd, 
Embracing. 
Thou, like the god thou ſerv'ſt, ſhalt ſhine aloft, 
And with thy influence rule the under world. 
But ſee! the queen appears; 
Retire, left we 1225 her. 
\ They retire to the fide of the flape. 
heed ado _ _— fs 
jr” fix'd, my loul, fix'd on thy own firm 
baſis. 
Be conſtant to thyfelf; nor know the weakneſs, 
The poor irreſolution of my ſex. | 
Could fate e er mean : 
Me for a wife, a flave, to Tiribaſus ? 
Therefore in juſt affertion of myſelf, 
I ſhook him off, and paſs'd thoſe narrow limits, 
Which laws contrive in vain for ſouls born great. 
There is not, muſt not be, a bond for greatneſs! 
Pow'r gives a ſanction, and makes all things juft, 
. Ha! Mirza | worthy lord, I ſaw thee not, 
[Seeing Mirza. 
So buſy were my faculties in thought. 
Mir. The thoughts of princes dwell in ſacred 
privacy, [ Bowirg. 
Unknown and venerable to the vulgar ; 
And like a temple's innermoſt receſſes, 
None enter to behold the hallowed myſteries, 
Unbidden of the god that dwells within. 
Queen, Wiſe Mirza! Were my foul a temple, fit 
For gods and godlike counſels to inhabit, 
Thee only would I chuſe of all mankind, 
To be the prieft, till favour'd with acceſs ; 
Whoſe piercing wit, ſway'd by unerring judgment, 
Might mingle even with aſſembled gods, 
Whea they deviſe unchangeable dectees, 


| 


: . 


And call 'em fate. ; 
Mir. .Whate'er I am, each faculty, 

The utmoſt power of my exerted ſoul, 

Preſerves a being for your ſervice z 

And when I am not yours, I am no more, 

Queen. Time ſhall not know an end of my ac- 


knowledgments: ' 0 

But every day of our continu'd lives If 
Be witneſs of my gratitude, to draw, 11 
The knot, which holds our common i cloſer: WH A 
Within fix days, my fon, my Artaban, Ol 
Equally dear to me as life and glory, De 
In publick ſhall eſpouſe the fair Cleone, Ar 
And be my pledge of everlaſting amity. Al 
Mir. O, royal lady! you outbig my ſervice: To 
And all returns are vile, but worts the pooreſt. Fri 
Quien. Enough | be, as thou haſt been, fill my A 

| aſk no more. But I obſerve of late, { friend; 
Your daughter grows a ſttanger to the court; Oh 
Know you the cauſe ? Th 
\ Mir. A melancholy girl ; M. 
Such in her infancy her temper was, Les 
Soft, even beyond her ſex's tenderneſs; Sit! 
Her cloſet and the gods ſhare all her time, Thi 
Except when only (by ſome maid attended) Wh 
She {-eks ſome ſhady folitary grove, Dar 
Or by the gentle murmurs of ſome brook ſ 
Sits ſadly liſt' ning to a tale of ſorrow, Mir 
| Till with her tears ſhe ſwell the narrow ftream, Def 
Queen. It is not well; theſe thoughts muſt be te- ¶ ing 
morv'd ; To | 

That eating canker, grief, with waſteful ſpite, "Ti; 
Preys on the roſy bloom of youth and beauty : Tha 
But love ſhall chaſe away theſe clouds of ſadneſs ; nn 
My ſon ſhall breathe ſo warm a gale of fighs, He 1 
As ſhall diſſolve thoſe icicles that hang His 
Like death about her heart. | The 


Attend us, holy Magas, to the king, 

Nor ceaſe to importune the mighty gods 

To grant him him health, tho' much I fear in vain, 
[Exeunt Queen, Magas, and Attendants, 


Mir. This meddling prieſt longs to be found « re. 
Howe'er ] give his wiſe propoſal way, [fool: Unet 
Nay, urg'd him to go on; the ſhallow fraud Amb 
Will ruin him for ever with my enemies, That 


And make him firmly mine, ſpite of his fears, 
And natural inconſtancy. 
While choice remains, he will be fill unſteady, 
And nothing but neceſſity can fix him. 
Enter Artaxerxes, Memnon, and Attendants, 

Art. Methinks, my noble father and my friend, 
We enter here like ſtrangers, and unlook'd for: 
Each buſy face we meet, with wonder ſtarts, 
And ſeems amaz'd to ſee us. 

Mem, Well may th' ignoble herd 
Start, if with heedleſs ſteps they unawares 
Tread on the lion's walk : a prince's genius 
Awes with ſuperior greatneſs all beneath him; 
With wonder they behold the great Arſaces 
Reviv'd again in godlike Artaxerxes. 
In you they ſee him, ſuch as oft" they did 
Returning from his wars, andcrown'd with conque 
When all our virgins met him on the way, 
And with their ſongs and dances bleſs'd histriumph: 
Now baſely aw'd by factious prieſts and women, 
They ſtart at majeſty, and ſeem ſurpriz'd, 
As if a god had met em. In honour's name, 
Why have we let this be? why have we languiſh'6, 
And ſuffer'd ſuch a government as this | R 
To waſte our ſtrength, and wear our empire low 

Art, Curs'd be the means by which theſe ih 
Fatal alike to me as to my country; wolez 


] Which my great (oul, unable to revenge, 


end; 
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Haz yet with indignation only ſeen, 

Cut off, by arts of coward priefts and ſtateſmen, ( 
Whom 1 diſdain'd with ſervile ſmiles to court 
rom the great right which God and Nature gore, 

My birthright to a throne. | 

Men. Nor priefts, nor ſtateſmen, ' 

Could have compleated ſuch an ill as that, 

If women had not mingled in the miſchief; 

If Artemiſa had not by her charms, 

And all her ſex's cunning, wrought the king, 

Old, obvious to her arts, decay'd in greatneſs, 

Dead to the memory of what once he was, 

Among his other failings, to forget 

All that a father and a king could owe 

To ſuch a ſon as you ts cut you off 

From your ſucceſſion, from your hopes of empire, 

And graft her upſtart offspring on to royalty! 

Art. But if 1 bear it, 

Oh, may 1 live to be my brother's ſlave, 

The ſcorn of thoſe brave friends that own my cauſe; 
May you, my father, ſpurn me for a coward, 

Leave me to vile deſpair, By Heav'n! my heart 
Sits lighter in my boſom, when | think 
That I this day ſhall meet the boy my brother, 
Whoſe young ambition with aſpiring wings 
Dares ev'n to mate my greatneis! 

Mem. Fame, that ſpeaks 
Minutely every circumſtance of princes, 

Deſcribes him bold, and fiercely fond of power, 
Impatient of command, and hardly deigning 
To be controul'd by his imperious mother, 

Tia (aid too 
That books and the politer arts 
Have been his care; already 
He mingles in their councils, and they truſt 
His youth with ſecrets of important villainy. 

The crowd, taught by his creatures to admire him, 
Style him a god in wiſdom, 

Art. Be that his gloty : 
Let bim with — hunt for praiſe in books, 
Poor out his life amongſt the lazy gown-men, 
Grow old and vainly proud in fancy'd knowledge, 

Unequal to the taſk of vaſt ambition; 

Ambition! the defire of active ſouls, 

That puſhes em beyond the bounds of nature, 

And elevates the hero to the god. 

lat ſee | my love, your beauteous daughter, comes, 

and een ambition fickens at her fight. 

Enter Ameftris attended; 

Revenge und fierce defires of glory ceaſe 
vurge my paſſions, maſter'd by her eyes; 

tad only gentle fires now warm my breaſt, 

An, I come, my father, to attend your order. 

[To Memnon, 

Mem, Tis well; and I would have thee ftill be 

it malice of the faction which I hate, [near me. 

ald vent itſelf ev'n on thy innocence, 

rt thou not ſafe under a father's care. 

41. Oh! lay a lover's too; nor can you have 

u intereſt in her ſafety more than mine. 

pres a right ſuperior e en to nature z 

More is nature in the nobleft meaning, 

ie cauſe and the preſerver of the world. | 

e arms, chat long to preſs thee to my boſom, 
"ever ſhall defend thee. 

A. Therefore, my ſon, 
your care I leave our common charge: 

Panes wich our friends expect my orders; 

Me when I have diſpatch'd, upon the inſtant 
Rurn, and meet at your apartment. 

[Exit Memnon. 


# Come to wy ates, and let me hide you 


STEPMOTHER. 
From all thoſe fears that vex thy beating heart; 
Be ſafe and free from all thoſe fancy'd dangers, 
That haunt thy apprehenſion. | 
Can you blame me, 

If from retirement drawn, and pleafing ſolitude, 
{ fear to tempt this ſtormy ſea, the world, | 
Whoſe ev'ry beach is ſtrew d with wrecks of wretches 
That daily periſh in it? Curs'd ambition ! 5 
Why doſt thou come to trouble my repole? 

Art, Ceaſe to complain, my love, and let as 


thought, 
But what brings peace and joy, approach thy breaſt. 
Let me impart my manly fires to thee, - & 


To warm thy fancy to a taſte of glory; 

Imperial power, and purple greatneſs wait thee, 

And ſue for thy acceptance : by the Sun, 

And by Arſaces' head, yi will not mount 

The throne of Cyrus, but to ſhare it with thee. 
Am. Vain ſhews of happineſs! Deceitful pageantryl 

Ah, prince! hadſt thou but known the joys that 

dwell 

With humbler fortunes, thou would curſe thy roy- 

Had fate allotted us ſome obſcure village, [alty. 

Where only bleſs'd with lite's neceſſities, 

We might have paſs'd in peace our happy days, 

Free from the cares which crownsend empires bringz 

There no ſtep- mother, no ambitiqus brother, 

No wicked ſtateſman, would with impious arts 

Have ſtrove to wreſt from us our ſm ul inheritance, 

Or ftir the fimple hinds to noiſy faction: 

Our nights had all been bleſs'd with balmy Numbers 

And all our waking hours been crown'd with love. 

At. Exquiſite charmer! Now, by Oroſmades, 

I (wear, thy each ſoft accent melts my ſoul; 

The joy of conqueſt, and immortal triumph, 

Honour and greatneſs, all that fires the hers 

Lo high exploits and everlaſting fame, 

Grows vile in fight of thee. My haughty ſoul, 

By nature fierce, and panting after giory, 

Could be content to live obſcure with thee, 

Forgotten and unknown of all but my Ameſtris.- 
Am. No, ſon of great Arſaces, tho“ my ſoul, 

Shares in my ſex's weakneſs, and would fly 

From noiſe and faction, and from fatal greatneſs z 

Yet for thy ſake, thou idol of my heart, | 

For thy lov'd ſake, ſpite of my boding fears, 

I'll meet the danger which ambition brings, 

And tread one path with thee : 

This day before your altars will I kneel, 

Where all my vows ſhall for my prince be offer'd; | 

Still let ſucceſs attend him, let mankind 

Adore in him your viſible divinity 

Nor will 1 importune you for my ſelf, 

But ſum up all I aſk in Artaxerzes. 
Art. And doubt not but the gods will kindly 

Their virgin votary, and grant her pray'rz [hear 

Our glorious Sun, the ſource of light and heat, 

Whoſe influence chears the world he did create, 

Shall ſmile on thee from his meridian ſkies, 

And own the kindred beauties of thy eyes; 

Thy eyes which, ſhould his own fair beams decayy 

Might ſhine for him, and bleſs the world with day. 


* — 


* 
. 


LS 


SCENE, An Apartment of the Palace. 
Enter Memnon and Magas. ; 
Mem. HOSE who are wiſe ia courts, my | 
holy Sir, | | 
Make friendſhips with the miniſters of ſtate, | 
"Nor ſeck the ruins of a wretched exile, 


Leſt there ſhould be contagion in misfortunes, 
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5 And make th! alliahce fatal. | 


Of foul diſhonout on my hoaty head ? 


OVUS 


Mag. Friends like Memnon | 
Are worth-being ſought in danger; 
Whom ſhould we ſeek for frienoſhip but thoſe few, 
Thoſe happy few, within whoſe breaſts alone 
The footfteps of loſt virtue yet remain. 

. Mem. I pr'ythee, peace: for nothing miſbecomes 
The man that would be thought a friend, like 
flattery: 
Flattery, the meaneſt kind of baſe diſſembling! 
And only vs'd to catch the groſſeſt fools : 
Befides, it ſtains the honour of thy function, 
Which, like the gods thou ſerv'it, ſhould be fincere. 

Mag. By that ſincerity, by all the ſervice 
My friendſhip can expreſs, | would approve it: 
And tho' I went not from Perſepolis 
Companion of your exile, yet my heart 
Was with you till; and what I could I did, 
Beſeeching every god for your return. 


_ Mem. The gods,'tis true, are juſt, and havel hope, 


At length decreed an end to my misfortunes ; 
At leaſt, they give me this, to die with honour, 
When life grows vie or burdenſome. 
Mag. By me they offer all that you can aſk, , 
And point an eaſy way to happinels, 
*. them the wounds our wretched country fears, 
e thouſand ills which civil diſcord-biings, 
Oh ! Rill that noiſe of war, whoſe dread alarms 
Frightea repoſe from country villages, 
And ftir rude tumult up, and wild diitraQion 
Jn all our peaceful cities. 
Mem. Witneſs for me, 
Ye awful gods, who view our inmoſt thoughts ; 
I took not arms, till urg's by ſelf- defence, 
The eldeſt law of nature, 
Impute not then thoſe ills that may enſue, 
To me: but thoſe who with inceſſant hate 
Purſe my life, whoſe malice ſpreads the flame 
To every part, that my devoted fabrick 
May in the univerſal ruin burn. | 
Mag. And yete'en there perhaps you judge too 
Impetuous paſſion hurries you ſo faſt, [raſhly; 
You cannot mark th' advantage of your fortune. 
Mem. Has not the law been urg'd to ſet a brand 


Ha! am I not proſcrib'd ? 

Map. Forget that thought, 
That jarring grates your ſoul, and turns the harmony 
Of bleſſed peace to curs'd infernal diſcord. 
Hate and it's fatal cauſes all ſhall ceaſe,. 
And Memnon's name be honour'd as of old; 
The braveſt and the moſt ſucceſsful warrior, 
The fortunate defender of his country. 

Mem. 'Tis true (nor will it ſeem a boaſt to own) 
I have fought well for Perſia; 
Full fifty years harneſs'd in rugged feel, 
I have endur'd the biting winter's blaſt, 
And the ſeverer heats of parching ſummer : 
While they who loll'd at home on lazy couches 
Amidſt a crew of harlots and ſoft eunuchs, 
Were at my coſt ſecure in luxury: 

is is a juſtice Mirza's ſelf muſt do me. 

Mag. Even he, tbo? fatal accidents have ſet 
A moit unhappy bar between your friendſhip, 
Lamenting that there had been cauſe of enmity, 
And owning all the merit of your virtues, 
Will often wiſh fate had ordain'd you friends. 

Mem. Our god, the Sun, ſhall ſooner change his 
And all th' impoſſibilities, which poets ſcourſe. 
Count to extravagance of looſe deſcription, 
Shall ſooner be. | 

Mag. Yet hear me, noble Memnon : 


Who only want your voice to make it firm, 


* Os 225 ＋— 


STEKPMOTHER. 
nene wiſe Mirza, * TH et 
By his concurrence, help, and healing counſel, 
To ſſop thoſe wounds at which his country bleeds; 
Griey'd at the thoughts he vow'd his whole en. 
Should be to clofe thoſe breaches : [ deavour 
That'e'en Cleander's death, and all thoſe quarrels 

That long have nouriſh'd batred in your houſes, 
Should be in joy of publick peace forgotten. 
Mem. Oh, could'ſt thou charm the malice of « 
ſtateſman, 
And make him quit his purpoſe of revenge, 
Thy preaching might reform the guilty world, 


* 


And vice would be no more! / 
Mag. Nay, e'en the queen ; 

| Will bind the confirmation by her ſon, \ 
| And aſks the fair Ameſtris for Prince Artaban, 0 
* that the only terms, it were impoſ- 7 

HH 

Mag. You wou's not ſhun th' alliance of a prince? : 
Mem. No; for it is the glory of my fate, ( 
That Artaxerxes is defign'd my fon. p. 
Mag. The name of Artaban will be as great 7 
As that of Cyrus, when he ſhall poſſeſs R 
(As ſure he ſhall) his throne. 1 
Mem. Hal what means he ? M 


This villain prieſt ! But hold my rage a little, 
And learn diſſimulation; I' try him farther.[ Afide. F 
You talk in riddles, when you name-a throne, : 
And Artaban ! the gods #4 

Have put a bar between his hopes. and empire. 
Mag. What bar? 

Mem. The beſt, an elder brother's claim, 
Mag. That's eafily remov'd ; the king their fa- 
On juſt and weighty reaſons, has decreed ( ther, 
His ſceptre to the younger : add to this, 

The joint concurrence of our Perfian lords, 


Mem. Can I, can they, can any honeſt hand, 
Join in an act like this ? Is not the elder 

By nature pointed out for preference ? 

Aſk thoſe thou nam' d'ſt but now, what made them 
What titles had they had, if merit only [ lords! 
Cou'd have conferr'd a right, if Nature had not 
Strove hard to thruſt the worſt deſerving ficſt, 
And ſtamp'd the noble mark of elderſhip 

Upon their baſer metal! | 

Mag. Sure there may be 

Reaſons of ſo much pow'r and cogent force, 
As may e'en ſet aſide this right of birth; 

If ſons have rights, yet father's have em too. 

'T were an invidious taſk to enter into 

The inſolence and other faults which mov'd 
Royal Arſaces to a juſt diſpleaſure 

Againſt his eldeſt ſon, prince Artaxerxes. 

Mem. Ha! dare not for thy life, -I charge thee 
To brand the ſpotleſs virtue of my prince [dare 86 
With falſhood of moſt baſe and damn'd contrivanc 
| tell thee, envious prieſt, ſhould the juſt gods 
Require ſevere account of thy paſt life, 

And charge remembrance to diſpoſe thy crimes 
In rank and hideous order to thy view, 

Horror and guilt of ſoul would make thee mad! 
Mag. You take the matter farther than I mew 
My friendſhip only aims at your advantage. [it 
Mem. Away! I cannot bear thy baſe diſſembling 
My honeſt ſoul diſdains thee and thy friendſhip. 
How haſt thou dar'd to think fo vilely of me, 
That I would condeſcend to thy mean arts, 
And traffick with thee for a prince's ruin? 
Wert thou not privileg'd like agg and women, 
My ſword ſhould reach thee, and revenge the vis 
Thy tongue has done his fame | 


When by the duty of my priefthood mov's rr 


"Mag. Ungrateful lord! 
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Would' t thou invade my life, as a return 
For proffer'd love? But let th* event declare 
How great a good by me fincerely offer'd, 
Thy dull romantick honour has refus'd, 
And fince I have diſcharg'd the debt I ow'd 
To former friendſhip, if the gods hereafter 


Send tujn down, and plague thee with confuſion, 
Remember me in vain, and curſe thy folly. 


[ Exit Magas. 
Mm. No; my remembrance treaſures honeſt When parricides and rebels, in deſpite 


thoughts, 


And holds not things like thee ; I ſcorn thy friend- 


And would not owe my life to ſuch a villain: [ ſhip, 
But thou art hardly ſaint enough to propheſy. 

Were all thy tribe like thee, it might well ftartle 
Our lay unlearned faith, when through ſuch hands 
The knowledge of the gods is reach'd to man, 

But thus thoſe gods inſtruct vs, that not all 

(Who like intruders thruſt into their ſervice, 

And turn the holy office to a trade) 

Participate their ſacred influence. 

This then is your own cauſe; ye awful powere, 
Revenge yourſelves, your violated altars, 

That thoſe who with unhallow'd hands approach, 


May tremble at your juſtice, | [ Exit. 
SCENE, The Palace. 
Enter the Queen, Artaban, Mirza, Magas, and At. 
tendants. ; 


Arta, My brother then is come ? 

Mir. My lord, I ſaw him; 

With him old haughty Memnon ; as they paſs'd, 
With fierce diſdain they view'd the gazing crowd, 
And with dumb pride ſeem'd to nege chat worſhip 
Which yet they wiſh'd to find: this Way they move, 
'Tis ſaid, to aſk an audience of the king. 

Veen. Mirza, tis well; I thank thy timely care; 
Here will we face this ſtorm of inſolence, 

Nor fear the noiſy thunder: let it roll, 
Then' burſt, and ſpend at once it's idle rage. 

Arta. Why meet we thus like wrangling advocates, 
To urge the juſtice of our cauſe with words ? 
| hate this parle, tis tame: if we muſt meet, 
Give me my arms, and let us ſtake at once 
Our rights of merit and of elderſhip, 

And prove like men our title. 
Mir. Twere unſafe, D 

They come ſurrounded by a crowd of friends; 

To ſtrike thro' theſe, were dangerous and raſh. 
Fate waits for them elſewhere with certain ruin: 
from Mirza's hand expect it. | 

Nuten. Be it ſo: 

Auſpicious ſage, I truſt thee with my fortune, 

hopes of greatneſs; do thou guide em all, 

For me and for thyſelf. My ſon, give way; 

Nor let thy haſty youth diſturb with outrage 

e preſent neteſſary face of peace; 
aſions great and glorious will remain 
orthy thy arms and courage. 

4. | obey, 

And willingly reſign th' unmanly taſk, 

Mir, My royal miſtreſs, 

'epare to meet with more than brutal fury 
'om the fierce prince and Memnon. 

Ween, Well I know 
de infolence and native pride of each; 

'th ſeurrile taunts and blackeſt infamy 
a load my name: but let them rail, 

man's vengeance waits them. g 

ir. They are here. 

Enter Artaxerxes, Memnon, and Attendants. 
Art. Ve tutelar gods, who guard this royal fabrick, 
a thou, O Oroſmades, the protector 

ite great Perſian race, ere yet my father, 


* 


F 


. 


Since he refus'd to do a ſoldier's juſtice, 


Hiding the rancour of thy heart ia ine, 


STEPMOTHER. 

Royal Arſaces, mingle with your godheads, ' 

[Grant me once more to lay before his feet 

His eldeſt born, his once-lov'd Artaxerxes, 

To offer my obedience to his age ; 

All that a fon can owe to ſuch a father, 

| You, who with haggard eyes ftare wildly on me, 

f (as by your attendance here you ſeem) * 

Von ſerve the king my father, lead me to him. 
Queen, And doit thou wonder that mankind ſhould 


[ares 


Of nature, majeſty, and reverend age, 
With impidus force and ruffian violence, 
Would rob a king and father of his life? 
Cut off his ſhort remains 
Art. Ha! ſay'ſt thou, woman ? 
I pr'ythee, peace, and urge not a reply; 
I would not hold acquaintance with thy infamy, 
Qreen. Ye righteous pow'rs, whoſe juſtice awes 
the world, 
Let not your thunders ſleep, when crimes like theſe 
Stalk in the open air. 
Art. Thy prieſt inſtructs thee, 
Eiſe ſure thou hadſt not dar'd to tempt the gods, 
And trifle with their juſtice. Canſt thou name it, 
And look on me? On me, whom thy curs'd arty 
Have ſtrove to bar from native right to empire 
Made me a ſtranger to a father's love, 
And broke the bands of nature, which once held 
The neareſt to his heart! [me 
Yueen. Had he not reaſon, 
When thou, with rebel inſolence, didft dare 
To own and to protect that hoary ruffian ? 
i Printing to Memnon. 
And in deſpite e'en of thy father's juſtice, 
To ſtir the factious rabble up to arms 
For him; and make a murd'rer's cauſe thy own ? 
Mem. 1 hai another name; nor ſhould thou 
move me, 
laſulting queen, to words, did not remembrance 
With horror ſting my ſoul for Tiribaſus, 
Thy murder'd lord, when by my fatal orders, 
And by his own high courage urg'd, he fell, 
Co make thy wey to guilty greatneſs eaſy. 
thought him then a traitor (for thy arts 
Had taught the royal mandate ſo to call him) 
Too big for publick juſtice; and on that preteace 
Conſented to the ſnare that catch'd his life; 
So my obedient honeſty was made 
Che pander to thy luſt and black ambition. 
Except the guilt of that accurſed day, 
In ali my iron years of wars and danger, 
From blooming youth down to decaying age, 
My fame ne'er knew a ſtain of foul diſhonour; 
And if that made me guilty, thiak what thou art, 
The cauſe and the contriver of that miſchief ! 
Queen, What, nam'ſt thou Tiribaſus ! Be his guilt 
Forgotten with his memory. Think on Cleandery 
And let the furies that enquire for blood, ; 
Stir horror up, and bittereſt remorſe, * 8 
To gnaw thy anxious ſoul. Ob, great Cleander! - 
Unworthy was thy fate, thou firſt of warriors, 
Fo fall beneath a baſe aſſaſſin's ſtab, 
Whom all the thirſty inſtrumenis of death 
Had in.the fed of battie ſought in vain» . 
Mem. In fight of heaven and of the equal gods, * 
will avow that my revenge was juſt, 
My irjur'd honour could not aſk for leſs ; 


I us'd him as 1 ought. 

dre. Amazing boldneſs ! 
And dar'ſt thou call that act a ſoldier's juſtice ? 
'Didſt thou not meet him with diſſemble i friendſhip, 
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From his lewd breath,” 7 


- 1 


When 


» (whoſe open unſuſpecting ture 


Thought thes « ſoldier honeſt as himſs If in, 
Came to the banquet as ſecure of peace 


Then Memnon, (at an hour when few. rn 
The ſprightly juice infuſing gentler n G 


Unequal to him, in the face of wary. 


Stole on Cleander wich a coward's malice, 
And ſtruck him to the heart. 13405 
Mm. By the ſtern god, e 
Mars, the. 2 of my honour'd wars, «© 
is baſely falſe. In hie own drunken brawl 
The boaſter fell. I bore his laviſh tongue, per 
Nor thought him worth my, ſword, till bis cold tem- 
Warm'd with the wine) he dar'd me to the combat; 
hen pleas'd to meet him in that fit a RE 
I took him at his word, and 
J kjll's him while it laſted. 
At. Ceaſe we, my friend, 
This women's war of railingz when they talk, 
ſhould be ſtill, and let noiſe tire itſelf, 
came to find a father, tho' my fears 
Suggeſt the worſt of. evils to my thoughts, 
And make me dread to hear Arſaget fate. 
Lead, Memnon, to the preſence. ,, | 
Prince, you paſs not. 
Guards, keep the door, 


een. 


The king your father 
ve 


Art, Ha | if be lives, why lives he not n 
Why am 1 thus ſhut out and baniſh'd from him ? 
Why are my veins rich with his royal blood? 
Why did he give me life, if not to ſerve him do 
Forbid me not to wait upon his bed, 95 
And watch his ſickly Cumbers, that my yoath) . 
May with it's ſervice glad his drooping age, 

And his cold hand may bleſs me ere he die. 
Nay, be a queen, and rob me of his crown, 
But let me keep my right to filial piety. 

geen. Well haft thou urg'd the ſpecious name of 
To hide deform'd rebellion : haſt thou not {duty, 
With thy falſe arts poiſon'd his people's. loyalty ? 
What meant thy pompaus progreſs thro' the empire? 
Thy vaſt profuſion to the faious nobles, 
Whoſe intereſt ſways the crowd, and ſtirs up mutiny ? 
Why gig thy. bavgbty, fierce, diſdainful ſoul 
Stoop to the meaneſt arts which catch the vulgar; 
Herd with them, fawn upon them, and careſs them? 
Appeal to them, to them relate thy wrongs, 
And make them judges of thy father's juſtice ! 
Thy cruel,and unnatural luſt of power 
Has ſunk thy father more than all his years, 
And made him wither in a green old age. 

Art. Falſe all as hell: nor had I arm 4 friends 
But to defend that right. a 

Queen. Doſt thou not come, 

Im patient of delay, to haſten fate? ; 
To bring that death, the lingering.diſeaſe 
Would only for a day er two defer ? 


Art. | hear thee, and diſdain thy little *. | 


That dares to ſtain my virtue with a crime 
It views with moſt abhorrence ; but reproach 
Is loſt on thee, fince modeſty, with all 
The virtues that adorn thy ſex, is fled, 
GOIN rebel ! 
rt. Infamous adultereſs | 
Stain of my father's bed and of his throne ! 
Arta.Villaingthou ly ſt. O Madam, give me way, 
To the Queen, who bolds bim, drawing bis ſevord. | 
Whatever bars my fury, calls me baſe,” "I on 
Unworthy of the honour of your ſonn 2 
Queen. Hold, Artabatvs * * enn 


Art. Ha) who thou? 28 1 
Arta. The ſon of great Arſices. * r 


s Tur AMBITIOUS STEPMOTHER;.. | 


"* To death diſpute with thee the throne of Cyrus, 


Then let my ſoul exert her utmoft-vittue 


Since none, not een” our kings, approach ar 


Ii in my mind at once compleatly- form'd, 


Art. Neo uh 2 
teen 


Seek for 007 e ths oig is fellows. . 
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And knit thy boyich. brow ? bob hen 4 
Worthy,the rank the diving, Arſxcert , _> W 
it ſo, come forth ; break. from that woman's Ty 
And meet me with thy good word like a man. Ne 
Arta. Yes, Artazerxes, yes 3) thou (halt be met; WMH M 
The might y gods have held us in the balance, 
And one of us is dopm'd to fi ger overs z | Th 
Nor can I bear a long delay of fate, Aj 
But wiſh the great deciſion were evan now : To 
Proud and ambitious prince, 1 dars like hee / 
All that js great and glorious,, Like — Th 
Immortal thirſt of empire fires my ſo Th 
— a The 


My ſoul, which of ſuperi 
Diſdains thy elderſhip; Waden in arms 
(Which giye the pobleſt tight to kings) I will 


| Abt, Do this, and thou art worthy. of my anger, 


Ob, energy givine of great ambition, ic 
That can inform the ſoyls of beardleſs þoy * 
And ripen them to men, in ſpite of natur — 


I tell thee, boy, that empire is A cauſe, 
For which the gods might wage immortzl wur. 


And think at ſeaſt thou art Arſaces* ſ6n; * * 
That the idea of thy fancy'd father 4% 
May raiſe and animate thy lefſer genius," '* 
And make thee fit to meet my atm in battle. 
Arta. Oh! doubt not but my ſoul is chan 
with greatneſs ; 
Hear only this ; 3 our father, preſs” d by age, 
And a long train of evils Which that * 
Latguiſhes in the laſt extremes of life : 
Since thou wouldſt blot my birth with ue 
Be this my proof of filial pietyz -. , | 
While yet he lives, ceaſe we our enmity, 
Nor let the hideous noiſe of war diſturb 
His parting ſoul. 
Art. | take thee at thy word: A 
Let his remains of life be peace betwixt us j 
And after that, let all our time be-war. 
Remember when we meet, ſinee one muſt fall, 
Who conquers and ſurvives, ſurvives'to empire. 
[Execunt ſeverally Queen and Artaban, Artezerns 
and Memnon, cum ſuis 
Mir. Moſt fortunate evefit! which-giyes vs mor 
Than e'en our wiſhes could have aſk'd. This trues 
Gives lucky opportunity for thinking; 
'Twill lull theſe thoughtleſs heroes td ſecurity: 
Mag.'lh' approaching feſtival will more confirmitf 


2 any mark of war's deſtructive rage, { ceapient 
ut ſacrifice unarm' d. 
t Mir. A lucky thought 


Like Grecian Pallas in the head of Jove. 

When Memnon, Artaxerxes, and their friends, 
Shall, in obedience to the holy rites, 
FPo-merrew at the alar's bow unarm'd, 
Orchanes with a phrty"of the goatds, 

Who in my palace mall this night be plac d, 
May at that private door which opens into 

The temple, ruſh, at once, and ſeize them , 
The heads once ſafe{ the mean and beirtleſs crov 


. eaſe may be diſpen d. 
Mag. What yoαοp UN wo +7 1 
* {Wears a ſucteſsful face Vert it u dee 


An act of ſuch outrageous profanation, 


Who, the unknowing what re 
et nothing maves them more than gealous rage 
or it's — when they belle ve it violated, 

Mir. My caution. hall obviate all thy fears; 

We will give out that they themſelves defign'd 

To fire the temple, and then kill the king. 

No matter, tho” it ſeems not very probable ; 

More monſtrous tales have oft amus'd the vulgar. 
Mag. 1 yield to our direction ; and to ſtrengthen 

The enterprise, will ſecretly diſpoſe 

A party of my own. within the temple, \ 

To join with yours. 

Mir. It joys my heart to think 

That I hall glut my vengeance on this Memnon; 

That I hall fee him ftrive in vain, and curſe 

The happy fraud that caught him. 


10. = — N 
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$CENE, A Garden belonging to Mirss' Palace. 

Cleone is diſcovered lying on a Bank of Flowers, | 
Beliza attending. 


"g 
. F $ 0 N 0. 
. * a ſhady bank repos'd, 
J Philanthe, amorous young, and fair, 
„ane, to the groves diſclor'd : 
The ſtory of her care. 
The vocal groves give ſome relief, 
While they her notes return; 
The waters murmur o'er her grief, | 
And Echo ſeems to mourn. 
A ſwain, that heard the nymph complain, 
la pity of the fair, 
Thus kindly ſtrove to cure her pain, 
And eaſe her mind of care. 
ö Tis juſt that love ſhould give you reſt, 
From love your torments came; 
Take that warm cordial to your breaſt, 
; And meet a kinder flame. | 


How wretched muſt the woman 
(Beware, fair nymph, beware 5 

Whoſe folly ſcorns another's love, 

And courts her own deſpair ! 


Nes | 
* Cle. Oh love ! thou bane of an unhappy maid! 
5 more bil art thou buſy at my panting heart! : 
ue dal loſt thou melt my ſoul with thy ſoft imager, 


ind make my ruin pleaſing ! Fondly I try, 
I) pales of fight, and floods of ſtreaming tears, _ 


ty. 

i rent my ſorrows and aſſuage my paſſions: 
ay Wl freſh ſupplies renew ch — ſtores. 
ple! reigns my tyrant, to himſelf alone 

he nndicates the empire of my breaſt, 
ad banithes all thoughts of joy for ever. 
I Why are you ſtill thus cruel to yourſelf ? 
ty do you feed and cheriſh the diſeaſe, 
bat preys on your dear life? How can you hope 


* ls find a cure for love in ſolitude ? 
| ynither chuſe you not to ſhine at court; 

ia thouſand gay diverſions there, 
d loſe the memory of this wretched paſſion ? 
d Alas, Beliza ! thou haſt never known 
liz, den power of a reſiftleſs love: 

* that avenging guilt that haunts the impious, 
nn we hope by flying to avoid it; 
wut and temples it purſues us ftilly 
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22 lives in our blood, 
And every = pulſe proclaims it's force, 


Oh! think not then that I can hun myſelf z 


| The grave can only hide me from my ſorrows, 
* io y eee MY 7 


Allow me then at leaſt to ſhare your griefsz 
Companions In misfortunes make them leſaz 
And I could ſuffer much to make you eaſy. 

C. Sit by me, gentle maid ; and while I tell 
A wretched tale of unregarded love, 
If thou, in kind compaſſion of my woes, 
Shalt figh, or ſhed = tear for my miſhap, 

iatereſt, ' 


My grateful eyes ſhall pay it back wi 
Help me to rail at my too eaſy heart, 
That raſhly eatertain'd this fatal gueſt 1 | 
And you, my eyes,, why were you till impatient 
Of any other fight but Artazerxes ? 
Why did you make my woman's heart acquainted 
With all the thouſand graces and perfectione, 
ſhatdreſs the lovely hero up for conqueſt ? 
Bel. Had you oppos d this paſſion in it's infancy, 
Bre time had given it ſtrength, it might have dy d, 
Cle. That was the fatal error that undid me: 
My virgin thoughts, and unexperienc'd ionoceace, 
Found not the danger till it was too late. 
And tho' when firſt I ſa the charming prince, 
I felt a pleaſing motion at my heart, 
Short-bresthing fighs heav'd in my panting breaſt, 
thought him, ſure, the wonder of his kind, 
And wiſh'd my fate had giv'n me ſuch a brother: 
Yet knew not that I lov'd, but thought that all, 
Like me, beheld and bleſs'd him for his excellence. 
Bal. Sure never hopeleſs maid was curs'd before, 
With ſuch a wretched paſſion ; all the gods 
Join to oppoſe your happineſs ; tis ſaid, ' 
This day the prince ſhall wed the fair Ameſtris, 
Cle. No, my Beliza, I have never known 


The pleaſing thoughts of hope: certain deſpair 


Was born at once, and with my love increas'd. 
Thou nam'd'| the fair Ameſtris, did'ſt thou not? 
Bel. Madam, did. 
Cle. I envy not her happineſs ; 
Tho' ſure few of our ſex are bleſſed like her 
In ſuch a godlike lord. 
Wou'd I- had been a man! | 
With honour then I might have ſought his friend- 
Perhaps from long experience of my faith, (ſhip; 
He might have lov'd me better than the reſt, 
Amidſt the dangers of the horrid war, 
Still had I been the neareſt to his file ; 
ln courts and triumphs ſtill had ſhar'd his joys. 
Or when the ſportful chace had call'd vs forth, 
Together had we chear'd our foaming ſteeds, 
Together preſs'd the ſavage o'er the plain; 
And when o'er-labour'd with the pleaſing toil, 
Stretch'd on the verdant ſoil had ſlept together. 
But whither does my roving fancy wander ? 
Theſe are the fick dreams of fantaſtick love. 
Bel. Madam, Prince Artaban. 
Cle. My cruel ſtars! 
Do you then envy me my very ſolitude ? 
But death, the wretch's only remedy, 
Shall hide me from your hated light for ever, 
Enter Artaban. 

Arta. Ah, lovely mourner! flill, ſtill wilt thou 
My eager love with inauſpicious tears? [blaſt 
When at thy feet I kneel, and ſue for pity, 
Or juſtly of thy cold regards complain, 
Still wilt thou only anſwer me with ſighs ? 

Cle. Alas! my lord, what anſwer can I give ? 
If ſtill 1 entertain you with my grief, 
Pity che temper of a wretched maid, 
By nature ſad, and born the child of ſorro t 


lia the loudeſt clamovrs will de beard : 


In vain you aſk - happineſs from me, 


9 


Who want it for myſelf. 2 af 
Arm. Can blooming youth, - | n 

And virgin innocence, chat knows notguilt, _ 

Kyow'aty cauſe for grief ? | 1 


The god of love ftands ready with his torch 
To light it at thy eyes, but AK in an; 

For ere the flami cin catch, tit #own'g in tears. 
Forbear to argue with that angel face, 

Againft the paſſion thou wert form' d to rajfe, 


The Paphian goddefs frowns at thy delay; 
By her Fair ty, and by her fyp ſhe fears, 


Thy beauties are devoted to her ſeryſce. 
Lo! now ſhe ſhoots her fires into my breaſt, 
She urges my defires, — bids me feixe = 
F aking her band and liſſing it. 
| - bear thee as a Ba 19 her altar: Fee 
hen bffer up ten thouſand thoufand joys, 
As an amends for afl thy former coldneſt. 
Cle. F orbear, my lord; or I muſt ſwear to fly 
For ever from your fight. 
Caſt round your eyes on our gay eaftern courts, 
Where ſmjljpg bezuties, born to better fate, 
Give joy to the beholders; 2 | 
There bleſs ſome happy pringeſs-with your vaws, 
And'leave the poor Cleone to her forrows, = 
Arta. What queens are thoſe of moſt celeſtial form, 
ofe eharms can drlve thy image from my Beart? 
Oh l were they caſt in nature ; Talreſt mouſd, 
Brighter than Cynthia's ſhining train of ſtars, 
I ſwear I would prefer thee, O Clepne, I 
Would ctiuſe to languiſh and to dle for thee, 
Much rather than be blefſ$'d, and live for them! 
Cle. Oh, prince ! It i; too much; nor am I worthy 
The banour of your paſlion, ſince tis fix'd © 
By rertain and unalterable fate, 
That I can never ꝓield to a return: 
My thoughts are M to chaſte Diana vow'd, 
And I have ſworn to die a virgin votary. 
ta. {ripoMible ! thou canſt not give way 
Mine and thy father's right, e eg to the gods: 
Diana will diſown th' unjuſt donation, | 
Nor favour fuch an injury to love. 
To every power divine | will appeal, 
Nor ſhall thy beauty bribe em tp be partial. 
Their altars now expect us; come, fair ſaint; 
And if thou wilt abide their rightequs daom, 
Their joftice muſt decree my happineſs, 
. Reward my ſufferings, and my flame approve, 
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And kindes yo 


Shall fy the circle of my folding rm. 
pus 0 Bnter Memnon. © 


n . 
My father! Is there ag increaft of foy Þ 
What can ye give, ye gods, ts . 
Aen. Vebleffings of my age! "Whom, when! 
The memory of former woes is loft. -. 
Oh, prince! well has this glorious day repay d 
My youth and blood ſpent in Arſtees fervice, 
Nor had the gods indulg'd my vaineſtwithas, 
Durſt [ have afk'd for fuck a forras are. - 
But Lam roughly bred, in worde unknowing, 
Nor can I phrafe my ſpeech in apt expreſſion, 
To tel! how much 1 love and honour you: 
Might I but live to fight one battle fer you, 
Tho' with my life 1 bought the victory, 
Tho' my old batter'd trunk were hew'd to piecty 
And ſcatter'd o'er the field, yet ſhould I ble 
My fate, and think my years wound up with bo- 
bur. 185 7 | 

Art. Doubt not, my noble father, but c en yt 

A large remain of glory is behind, 


, 
* 


W * 0 


Aad all the noiſe of factian huſh d to peace: 


Rough Greece alike in arts and arms ſevere, _ 


No mote ſhall brand the Perfian name with ſoftnefi, 
Athens and Sparta wond'ring, fhalt behold us, - 
Strict in our diſcipline, undaontea, patient 


Of war's ſtern toi!, and dreqd our Hoſtile virtue. 


Thoſe ſtubborn comman-weglths, that prougly ea 
Diſdain he glogigus monarch of the gest, 

Shall pay their homgge ta the #hrane of Cyrus: 
And when with laurels covez'd we return, 

My lov? hall meet, apd ſmiling bleſs our triumph, 


While at her feet I lay the ſceptres of the world: 


Mcm. Oh, glarious theme! By Heav'n, it firg 
bs Rs 
auth again In my cold veins, 
Att. Hat Mhrza ang the queen! Retire, my fait; 
VUngentle hate and brawling rage ſhatl aot 
Diſturb the peace, to which this happy day 
Is doubly facred, Forward to the altar. 
[ ZE xeunt Arzazezxes, Ameſtris, Memson, ond 
Attendantz. ; 
Enter at the ojber Door, Queen, Mirza, ard Attac. 
66... 5 
Mir. All are diſoos'd, and fate but waits our o“. 
For a deciding blow. Ie 
Queen. Your cautian was 
Both wiſe and faithful, not to truſt my ſon 


% 


For they themſelves have felt the power of love. 
83 [ Exeun;. 
SEN E, The Temple of the Syn. 
Enter Artaxerzes, Ameſtris, and Atiendarts. 
Art, Tis done! tis done Oh, let me find ſome 
To tell the mighty joy that fills my breaſt, [ way 
Leſt I grow mad with height of furious bliſs; 
The holy prieſt has ty'd the ſacred knot, 
Aud my Ameſtris now is all my own. | 
Oh, thou ſoft chermer ! thou excelling ſweetneſs! 
Why art thou not tranſported all like me ? 
I ſwear thou doſt not love thy Artaxerxes, 
If thou art calm in this exfeſs of happineſs. 
Am. Alas! my lord, my panting heart yet trem- 
Somewhat methinles there Is | bles; 


* * 


And makes the crowd adore em. 


Yay raſhli with a ſecret of this nature; 


The youth, tho" great of ſoul, and fond of gioryy 
i Yet leans to the fantaſtick rules of honour, | 


Would heſitate at ſuch an act as this, 
Tho' futtre empire ſhould degend upon it. 
Air. When time ſhall add experience to th 
knowledge, . 
With which his early youth is richly fraught, 
He'll be convinc'd that only fools wauld loſe 
A crown for notionary principles, 
Hongur is the unthinking ſoldier's boaſt, 
'Whoſe dull head cannot reach thoſe finer arts, 
By which mankind is govern'd. 
Queen. And yet it gives a luſtre tothe greats 


That checks my ſoul, and ſays I was too bol 
To quit the pleaſures of my virgin ſtate, 

To barter em for cares and anxious love. 

Art. Theſe are the fears which wait on ev'ry 

And only ferve for preludes t6 her joys; [brice, 
Short ſighs, and all thoſe motions of thy heat, 
Are nature's call, and kindle warm deſires, 
Soon as the friendly goddeſs of the night 
Shall draw herycil of darkneſs o'er thy bluſhgs, 


Mir. Your ſon ſhall reap * 
The whole advantage, while we bear the gut, 
You, Madam, when the ſacred hymps ate fin! - v 
Mutt with the prince retire z our foes when {12 6 
Within the temple may be beſt ſecur'd, 

Till you difpoſe their fate. 

Qucen. The rites attend us; 


„ * 


Theſe little, cold, unneceſſary doubts, 


Leg: mofuk 14 
This day my ſon is monarch of the tal. 


* 
1 


oryy 


Miri bend wg ye gdb, your tetyples but this 
You hall de paid with ages of davotiong - feayy 
And after this, fot ever nν,]νjðihb dz 
Brood oer your fihouking ares. a 
HA Quart, Mas, ftrendanty. 
The Kress gh bee the Afra: of the Se, Ma- 
gas add. feidern/ orb 7 Pr icht attending. Solemn 
Mofich is band; then enter en ont Side Mamnon, 
Artaxerzes, Ameſtris, and Aitendunts g eh the 
ot ber Side the 
Cleefithds, and Attendants. 
ward the Airar, and then range themfelwes on each 
Side of ths Stage, . white the foltatoing Hymn is 


per formed in Pars, amd Chorus by the Pries. 


HYMN to the Suns 
Hail, Light, chat doubly g}ady our fphere, 
Glory and triumph of the year | 
Hail, feſtival, for ever bieſt d, 
By the adoring, raviſh'd eaſt! 
Chorbs, Ke. ; 


All the dependent ſphetes Above, 
By thy &tedtion Mine and more: 
All purer beings here befow, 

From thy Immediate eflenee flow. 


What is the foul of man, but light, | 
Drawn down from thy tranſcendent height ? 
What but an intellectual beam; 
A ſpark of thy immortal flame ! 
Chorus; &. 2 
Hail, Osoſmades, pow't divine 
Permit us to approsch thy fhrine ; 
Permit thy voraries to ruſe 
Theic grateful voices to thy praiſe, 


Thou art the father of our Kings, 

The ſtem whence their high lineage ſprings; 
The ſovereign lotd, that does maintain 
Their uncontroul'd and boundleſs reign, 


Oh, theo aſſiſt thy drooping ſon, 
Who long has grac'd our Perſian throne | 
Ob, may be yet extend his ſway ! 
We yet Arſaces rule obey ! 
Chorus, &c. s 
[When the mufich is ended, Memmon, Arta- 
xe: zei, Queen, Artaban, Sc. go off a1 they en- 
tered, ſeverally ; only Mirza comes forward, 
and th — et be holt after Ameſtris 
going ont, and then ſpeaks. 
Mir. What meane his foreign warmth within 
my breaſt ? 
Is this a time for any thought but vengeance ? 
That fatal beauty dazzles my weak ſenſe, 
And blaits the reſolution of my ſoul. 
Freble Mirza! 
Cant thou give way to dotage, and become 
The jeſt of fools? No! 'tis impoſlible : 
Revenge ſhall rouſe, 
Fen thy whole ſoul———1t wo'not be: Ameſtris 
dun riſes uppermoſt in ad my thoughts, 
The maſter-pieee of nature» The boy-god 
Langhe ax my rage, and triumphs o'er my folly, 
| f A-tumultwous noiſe is beard. 
Ha! dy the gods, tis doing! Now, my fare, 
be kind, and make me matter of my with at once, 
| Enttr Magas. 
but fee, the prieſt-- Why doit thou Rars andtremble? 
„e fuccedded ? ſay; and eaſe-my fears. 
Muy. My foul is piere d with horror | - Every. god 
. — his — to threa ttt with vengeance 
,  *Mpie reels, and all ic's pond'tous rout 
1 U the profanation, 9 ü 


Qbeen, Mirza, Artahad, Cteone, 
They all bow Fe- 
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But tis the coward's vice. Say, are our 
Mag. They are; ation | 
Wien ſome of lefſer note are fled. 
Not worth our apprchenfion, 
Mir. I will: thou may'f retire, and ſummon 
'em, [Zxie Mag. 
Ast. Slave! Villain! Anfwer—fay—how baft 
Which from the queen my miſtreſs I receiv'd, 


n 
Canſt thou, who wauldfi be great, be ſoperſtitious 
ſecur'd ? — . 
his daughter, | | 8 
Are in Oychage hands; only Tigranes 
| Mir, No matters . ' 
Tbeſe are the foul, the a= 2 lifeleſs maſs, 
Mag. Will you ftay, 3 5 
To meet the furious thunder of their rage ? 
Thy ſcatter'd ſpiiits : let not the crowd ſee {back 
Thy fears; 'twill make thee vile and cheap among 
Enter Artaze:xes, Memnon, and Ameſtrie, priſoners, 
Orchanes and Guards. : 
To do this infolence ? {thou dar'd 
Orb. I know my orders, oo 
Who will ayow her own autfiority, {impoſſible ? 
Art. Ha! from the queen! She durſt not, tis 


Tis ſacrilege ! 'tis treaſon ! tis damnation! 


Am 1 not Artaxerxes? Born to empire, 
The next degree to gods ? O thou bright Sun, 
That rolPſt above, the object of our worſhip, - 


} Canit thou behold, and not avenge thy race ? 


Thy injor'd race? If Þ could aught admit 
Unworthy of thy great original, EO 
Let me be doom d to fall this villain's ave. - 
If not, why am 1 made the ſcorn of wretches? 
Mem. See where the maſter-villain ſtands ! Un- 
And harden'd in impiety ; he laughs [mov'd 
At the fiQtitious juſtice of the gods, [him. 
And thinks their thunder has not wingt to reach 
But know, the joy thy triumph brings is ſhort : 
My fate, it the gods govern, or at least, ſlice. 
My mind's beyond thy reach, and fcorns thy. ma- 
Mir. Dull, valiant fool, thy ruin is the leaſt, 
The moſt ignoble triumph of my wit, 
Cleander's blood aſks for ſubſtantial vengeance z 
And curſe thyſelf; curſe the ill-omen'd day 
That gave thee birth: rencuncing all the gods, 
Thyſelf of them renounc'd, halt fink to hell 
In bittereſt pangs, and mingle with the furies; 
Mem. Unhallow'sd dog, thou ſy'ſt! The utmoſt 
Of all thy ftudy'd malice cannot move me; [force 
Andif the gods in trial of my virtue, 
Can yield my life up to the hangman's mercy, 
I'll ſhew thee with what eaſe the brave and honeſt 
Can put off life, till thou ſhalt damn thy erte, 
Thy wretched arts, and impotence of malice! 
Mir. R: weil aſſur'd, thou ſhalt have cauſe to 
The philoſophick force of paſſive virtue. try 
Art. Ob, death to greatneſs ! Can we fall ſo law, 
To be the ſlaviſh object of his mirth ? 2 
Ha ! my Ameſtris | 
My love! my royal'bride ! The ſpailer, grief, 
Defaces every feature : like the deluge 
That raz'd the beauties of the firſt creatione= 
cannot bear it—Villains, give me way— 
[ He breaks from the guards that bold bim, and catches 
bold of Ameſtris.] 
Oh! let me hold ther in my thrubbing boſom, 
And ſtrive to hide thy ſorrows from my fight; 
cannot ſee thy griefs; and yet I want 
The pow'r to bring relief! 
An. Ah] no, my prince; 
There are no remedies for ills like ours ; 
My helpleſs ſex by nature ſtands expos d 


Mir, Baſe and faſhion. a 34 


| 


To all the - 4g and injuries of torture ; 
2 


| 
; 
| 
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Defenceleſi in myſelf, — were my refuge, 
The honout, joy, and ſafety of Ameſtris ! 
. - 3) 
One influence guides our confenting Rare, - - 
And ſtill together we are bleſs'd-or curl). 
Mir. Osds might behold her, aud forget their 
r IA. 
But I delay too long, Orchanes, lend thy ear. 
{ Mirza whiſpers Otchanes, and erk. 
Mem. een you are ſtill my joy and hap- 
x pine{ ; | p05 
Why am made your curſe? This hated head, 
To death devoted, has involy'd your innocence 


Ul * 


In my deſtruction. 
| [Guards lay bold en Artaxerxes and Ameſtris. 
Am. Alas my father! 
Art. Batbarous dogs! what mean you? 
Orch, Convey the lady to Lord Mirza's palace, 
"Tis the queen's will the ſhall be there confin'd, 
Art. Thou canſt not mean ſo damn'd a viHlainy ! 
Thou dar'ſt not, ſhalt not part us; Fate can't do it. 
. | Mem. Curſed old age! why have 11:v'd to ſee this? 
Oh, my children! | | 
Orb. Force them aſunder. 
Art. He off wy limbs, ye dogr, I w 
My wife, my lov'd Ameſtris— 
An. My lord, my huſband. 
LOrchanes and one party of the guards force Ar- 
taxerxes and Memnon off one way, the other 
party bears Ameſtris a nctber. 
EKNe.enter Mirza. 
Mir. This was moſt noble miſchief! it ſtung 
Tas luxuty of vengeance ' home— 
No to thereſt; this prince, this huſband, dies: 


ill not looſe 
Len 


To-morrow*'s'dawn brings his and Memnon's fate. 
This night!erthem deſpair, and ban, and rage, 

And tothe Wooden<deities within [ ingly, 

Tell frantic tales: my hours ſhall paſs more plea- 

17 love (which yet I know not) can give pleaſure, 

One night Tfaſely may indulge in riot, 

]} will grow young and ſurfeit on her charms,l 

Her luſcious ſweets ; then rifing from her arms, 
The nauſeous, momentary joy forget, J 

And be myſelf again; again' be wiſe and great. 


4" 7 uh | 
SC E NE, The Palace. 
3 Enter Artaban and Cleanthes. 


Arta. Is baſe and-impious! w 
2 dies 
Shail keep mankind in order, if religion 
And publick faith be violated? "Tis an injury 
That besros both gods and men; and dares their 
juſtice, 
Clean. The fearful crowd already take th' alarm, 
Break off their ſolemn ſports, their ſongs and daaces, 
And wildly in tumultuous concert join: po 
Miſchief and dinger fit in evety face, 
And while they dread the anger of the gods, 
The wile, who know th* effects of pops lar fury, 
From then *xp*& that vengeance which they fear. 
Arta. Ihe ſacuad power of majeſty, which ſhould 
Forbid. o +7% protects the vidlence, *: 
Jt muſt nos, thabl not be: who Reals a crown 
By acts like theſe, wears it unwerthily. | 
Can. The queen your mother, Sir, ihe will ex- 
Yo. thou} approve that act her power has done. o- 
A. ta. I meet her as 1 bugbe, and Mew mytelf 
Woituy the noble rival þip'of empite. «1 
& 4 


1 


— 
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here are the 


* 


* 


Tas AM BITIOUS 
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| Esten Queen, Mirza, and Attendany, Pe 
veen. My'fow, »I come: to jo you of a croumn' Myr 
And glory, certain now: Your fata at length To 
Has mafter'd that malignsat influencs Th 
| With which ic ſtruggled dong: you are a king, To 
The greateſt that our eaftern world-beholdsz - 1. 
And tho' my widow'd bed be cauferfor Ob 
Yet for thy ſale, my ſon, I joy to ſay - o- 
Arſaces is n& more. | ITS By 
Ata. Peace to his aſhes, and'eternal fame 111 
Dwell with his memory; while.we who live Yo 
Look back with emulation on his An 
And with laborious ſteps ſtrive to aſcend Th 
That height where once he ſat, 15 [ 
Queen, Thou haſt already For 
Attain'd the lofty ſummit of his glory; Mil 
His throne expects thee but to fit and fill it. Phi 
Arta. No, Madam; when the gods chuſe worthy Wl Wo 
ſudjects . $4. Or 
On whom to place ſuch greatneſs, they ſurround Wh 
The glorious prize with toil and thorny danger, Act 
And bid the man who would be great, dare greatly, WH His 
Be it for dull elder brothers to poſſeſs 4 
Without deſerving ; mine's a nobler claim: And 
Nor will I tafte the god-like joys of power (Wh 
Till men and gods with juftice ſhall confeſs And 
Tis barely the reward of what I merit, E 
Queen. What means my fon ? | Vile 
Arta. To wreſtle for a crown, Any 
Queen. With what fantaſtick ſhadow wouldſt thou 3 
The haughty rival of thy hoped is falln; I ſtriset 
He lives indeed, but *tis to grace thy triumph, My 
And bow before thee ; then he ſwept away Ont 
Like the remembrance of an idle dream, Are | 
Which tho' of yeſternight, is now forgotten. Softr 
Arta. It grieves me much to ſay, my royal mother, Tee 
I cannot take a crown upon theſe terms, Of el 
Tho' e en from your hands: the conſcious virtut The 1 
That witneſſes within my breaſt for glory, Ill ar 
Points me to greatneſs by the paths of honour, Defir 
And urges me to do as a king ought, Q 
| That would not wear his purple as the gift This 
Of impious treachery'and baſe deceit, Still | 
Nueen, Amazement turns my ſenſes! or, I dream: To by 
For ſure thou canſt not mean ſo poor a folly, My ar 
Can my ſon think ſo meanly ? Go, ſet free I felt 
(Since honour bids) this lordly elder brother, Ungra 
Bow like a (ave before him, wait his pleaſures, Did n. 
And live dependant on his ſcanty penſion: Thy h 
He may reward thy ſervile loyalty, For kr 
And make thee ruler of ſome petty province, And Ii 
In recompence of royalty giv'n up. Artg 
Asta. No; (tho' 1 muſt confeſs I would not bel, Depot. 
Caught in a villain's ſnare) yet to death bim And tr 
I fill defy him as my mortal foe. 
And fince my father's fate diſſolves that truce 
To which I ſtood engag'd, th war again. 
| Amidſt the fleelly ſquacrons will I ſeek 
This haughty brother by his friends ſurrounded, 
And back'd with all the advantage of his birth; 
Then bravely prove upon him with my ſword, 
He falſely brands me for a bookiſh coward, 
That nature's error only gave him preferences 
Since fate meant me the king 
Queen, A mother's care is watchful for thy ſafety 
Elſe wert thou loſt, thou honourable fool : 
Long might'ſt thou viinty hunt in bloody fields 
For that advantage which thy willing fortune 
Now reaches to thy hands: ſe ze her now, 
While Ge'ſs thine; or me is loſt for ever. 
Atta. No mitter, let her fly; the eagle Virtoe *. 
bell ſoar beyond her, 'and command her thy = '" 


Fortune is not my mifſtreſs,*bur my ſlave. . 


Tax 

ofterity; thet trade the-name- of A BOO 
apr of empire, ſhall not ty 
To think J plotted with « knavith prieft, 
The ſcandal of his venerable funRion, 
To betray a prince my nem: 
- 2 Wet the abborr'd and impious 
Odſcurely die unknown to future ages; 
Or if our hams muſt be deliver'd down, 
By all the kingly hopes that fire my ſoul, 
Jt mall not paſs without a brand of puniſhment. 
You, madam; are my mother: nature blinds me, 
And bide'me ſee no faults-in her that bore me; 
Thoſe other flaves that dare 

Queen. May be immortal, 

For aught that thou canſt do to enuſe their fate. 
Miſtaken youth! 24 . | 
Think ſt oe thet I,whoſe foul was form'd for ſway, 
Would lay the golden reins of empire down? 

Or truſt them to the guidance of a boy, 

Who mall diſpoſe of me, or thoſe that ſerve me, 
According to the dictates of old morals, . 

His bearded tutor gleans from muſty authors ? 

Arta, Nay, then, tis time I ſhould exert myſelf; 
And tho* you gave me birth, yet from the*gods 
(Who made my father be as he was, royal, 

And ſtampt the mark of greatneſs on my ſoul) 
| claim my right to empire: may I fall 
Vile and forgotten, if I ever own 
Any ſuperior being but thoſe gods, 

2 rav'ſt, and haſt forgot me. 

ta. No; you are | 

My mother, and a woman, form'd to obey ; 
On that condition all the ſex's privileges 
Are founded : the,creating hand has mix'd 
Softneſs and beautyxin your compoſition, - 
To charm and bend the mind of man, impatient 
Of the ignoble pleaſure; you were made for 
The wealeneſs and neceſfities of nature: 
Ill are your feeble fouls for greatneſs ſuited : 
Defire of government is monſtrous in you, | 

Queen. Thou mighty goddeſs, Nature! doſt thou 
This rebel ſon? this Infoſent upbraider, [hear 
Still fondly nurs'd in my indulgent boſom ? 

To build whoſe future greatneſs to the ſkies, 

My anxious ſoul has labour'd more than when 

| felt a mother's ſorrow for his birth: 

Ungrateful boy. 

Did not a mother's fondneſs plead hard for thee, - 
Thy head ſhould pay the forfeit of thy infolenee z 
For know, young king, that I am fate in Perſia, 
And life and death depend upon my pleaſure. 

Arta. The world would be well govern'd, ſhould 
Depute their providence to women's care, ¶ the gods 
And truſt them with the fate of kings and empires. 
Queens Away! nor tempt me farther. 

The patience een of gods themſelves has limits, 

Yet if thou ſtill perſiſt to dare my power, | 

like them, I may be urg d to looſe my vengeance, 

Anitho' thou vert my creature, ſtrike thee dead. 
My. Beſeech you, Sir, retire z the queen your 

rs with wiſeſt fore ſ ght for your gopd, [ mother, 

and is incens'd to ſee you thwart thut purpoſe. | 
dre.” What is the good of -greatneſs, but the 
an, I leave vou; myown-innate virtue [ power? 


. 
* a 


| 


AMBITIOUS STEPMOTHER. 


May ſet the pris'ners free; think, if that — 

To what a ſhock of fate we fand enpos g. 
Qreen. Tis true ; this fooliſh honour ruins all, 

Say then, yiſe lord, and let thy ready Mitt 


Still preſent to itſelf, avert this blow. 


Mir, One method, tho ungentle, yet remains 
To remedy the fears this Ill produces: 


This inſtant let a guard confine the prince, ; 


Ere he can gain the means t affect that miſchief * 
He meditates againſt himſelf and us; | 
To-morrow, early as the morning dawng, 


The priſoners all ſhall die; that once diſpatch'd, - 


This raging fit of honour will relax, 
And give him leiſure to confider coglly 

Th' advantage of bis fortune. 

| Queen, You have reaſon | 

And tho' I fear his haughty temper will 

But badly brook confinement, be muſt learn 

To bear it as he can perhaps 'twill bend him, 
And make his youth more pliant to my will. 

Mir. Your orders cannot be diſpatch'd too ſoony 
Each minute of the flying hours is precious. 

_ The Eunuch Bagoas, let him attend us! 
He thall rec-ive inſtructions on the inſtant. 

_  { Exeunt the Queen and Mirza, ſeverally. 
CENE, _ Palace. PR 
Enter Cleone in a Man's Habit wwith a dark Last born, 
Beliza following. 

Cle. Ye gentle powers, who view our cares with 
Lend your compaſſion to the poor Ameſtris, [pity 
Oh, my Beliza! was not thy ſoul wounded, 

To hear (when now we paſs'd by her apartment) 
The piercing accents of her loud complainings ? 

By Heav'n, my aching heart bleeds for her ſufferings. 
Bel. Tis ſure the feels the bittereſt pangs of woe; 
And were not all my thoughts to you devoted, | 

Her grief would deeply fink into my ſoul, 

Why. will you tempt alone ten thouſand dangers? 
Your father's and the fuvious queen's reſentment z 
The cruel guards, and all thoſe fatal accidents, 
Which in the horror of this dreadful night, 
Might ſhake the reſolution of a man. 

Cle. Pr'ythee, no more, thou know'ſt I am re- 
And all thy kind advice is urg'd in van; {folv'd, 
Thy fond miſtaken fears preſent the danger 
More dreadful than it is: this maſter-key 
Admits me through that paſſage to the temple, 

By which the guards, who ſeiz'd the unhappy prince 
This morning, enter d; that of all the reſt 

Is only left unguarded, and from thence, 

Aſſiſted by the friendly veil of night, 

We may conduct him thro* my father's palace 

In ſafety to the ſtreet: there undiſtinguiſh'd 
Amongſt the buſy diſcontended crowd, 

That ſwarm in murmuring heaps, he may retire 2 
Nor ſhall my father or the queen e er know 

The pious fraud my love was guilty of. 

Bel. Yet ſtill 1 fear — 

Cle. No more, retire, and leave me; 

My drooping heart fits lighter than ids wont, 
And chearfully preſages-good ſucceſs. 
Bel. Where ſhall J wait you? 

Cle. At my own apartment. 

Bel. The mighty gods protect you. 


* me againſt your rage, unjuſt and impotent ; 

ut but the great ſucceſs my ſoul divines, 
1 you mil own your little juggling arts 

me only ferv'd to obſtruct a while my glory, 

een this elder brother from my conquet. 

y; \* [Exeunt Attaban and Cleanthes, | 
: _ Madam, ler me intreat you, by the gods, | 
1. dur 14ſt reſent ments. „ 

es lech on by this prraicious hon our, 


Cle. Softly : retire. [ Exit Beliza. 


I | What noiſe was that ?—The creature of my tears. 
la vain, fond maid, would thou belie thy ſex, 


Thy coward ſoul confeſſes thee a woman. 
A fooliſh, raſh, fond woman! where am I going ? 
o fave mv godlike hero. What if I fail ? 
Then death is in my reach, and ends my ſorrows, 

1 _ [ Shewirg a dogg. 
Why deſt thou ſhake, my hand, and feat to gialp - 


Ii 
is inſttum ent of fate ? + 1f I-ſucceed,” : 
et Artanernes will not live for ine: 
Anti my deſpair will went thy friendly; Ad. 
Death ev ry way huts up my gloomy proſpect. 
Pr « 8 11 T bo Exit Cleone. 
e rene of the emple the Jun. 
— — —— 
Art. Still tis in vain! this idle rage is van; 
And yet my ſwelling paſſions will have way; 
Why rather was I not a peaſant ſlave, 95 
Bred from my birth a drudge to your creation, 
And ts my deſtin'd load iner d betimes ? . 
Mem. The malice of our fate were hot compleat, 
Had we not been by.juſt degrees to happineſs - 
Rais'd, only to be plung'd the deeper down 
In an abyſs of woes. Early ſucceſs 
Met and attended all my youthful wart; 
Then was the day of joyous triumph, then 
My foul was lifted high, ev'n to the ſtars. fortune 
But now——what am I now O damn'd reverſe of 
Now, when my age would be indulg'd in cafe, 
And joy in pleaſure of my former fame, 
Now | am cuts d held at a villain's mercy, 
My foes deriſion, and the ſcorn of cowards ! | 
Art. Oh, torture of my ſoul! damn'd racking 
' thought ! 
Am not I too reſery'd for ſervile vaſſalage ? 
To be the ſubj ct of a boy's command? 
No; my diſdainful ſoul ſhall ftruggle out, 
And ſtart at once from it's diſhonour'd manſion ! 
| Mem. Oh, royal thought! nor ſhall they keep 
back death, 
Alcho' it's common means be not in reach. 
Shall my old ſoldier's outſide, rough and hardy, 
Scarr'd o'er with many an honourable mark, 
Be cag'd for publick ſcorn ! Shall Mirza tell me, 
Thus did thou once, and now thou art my ſlave ; 
My foot ſhall ſpurn thee, tread upon thy neck, 
And trample in the duſt thy filver hairs | 
Shall I not rather choak, hold in my breath, 
Or ſmear ſome wall or pillar with my brains ! 


* * 


* 


{| 


U 


Art. Rage, or ſome god, ſhell ſave us from diſ- 
honour. 
But oh, my father! can we take our flight, 
Tho" to the ſtars, and leave my love behind 
Where is ſhe now? Where is my queen, my bride, 
My charmer, my Ameſtris! | 
Mem, Speak not af her. 
Art. Not ſpeak ! 
Mem, Nor think of her, if poſſible, 
Art. Was the not ſnatch'd, was ſhe not 
Torn from my panting boſom (yet I live!) 
E'en on our bridal-day ?- ; | 
To loſe her then! Oh lone . | 
And yet you bid me think of her no more ! 
Am. Ide; tor the bare mention turns my brain, 
An even now border upon madneis; 
50 Jreattul is the very apprehenſion 
Of what raay be. 
A.:. He! whither wouldft thov drive me 
Mem. Did you, like me, conſider that dog Mirza, 
Early to hell devored, and the furies, 
Born, nurs'd, and bred a villain, you would fear 
The worſt effects his malice could exprefs 
Oa virtue which he hates, when in his power, 
Art. What is the work ? 
Mem, What my old faultering tongue 
Trembles to utter; goatiſh luſt and rape! 
Art. Ra | rape! if there ace gods, it is impoſſible. 
Meme Ou f dreadful image for a father's thought! 
To have his only child, her (ex's boaſt, 
The joy of tight, and comfort of his age, 


Tit ' AMBITIOUS {STEPMOFTHER; 


1 By his foul loft, . 85. M en 
Let me grow favage firſt, let this old hand 
{| That oft has bleſs'd her, in her blood be 


{IF there is ſuch. a hoarded curſe in tore, . 
| Transfix me now, ye gods, now let your thunder 


1 The ſtate of Artanerncs, Perfia's heir ? 


| 


Diagg 4. by a villain fave, to lome remote dark tell, Art. See, he weeps ! 


A ſcene for haxror fits. there to ha blotted 


* 1 „ 9 
. N 
* J 
* 


drench ij 
Let me behold her dead, dead at my foot, | 
To ſpare a father's greater ſhame and forrow | . , 
Art. A father! What's « father's plague to mine? 
A huſband and. a lover! If it can be, 


Fall on my head, and ſtrike me to the center! 
Enter Cieone with a dark Lantbern and Key. 
Cle. This way the echoing accents ſeem to come; 
Sure 'tis the wretched prince! | d; 
Is this, «las! * 
Not one poor lamp to chear the diſmal ſhade 
Of this huge holy dungeon! 
I'll ſhew myſelf. | 
{ She turns the light, and come: towards 
xerxes and Memnon. 
Mem, Ha | whence this gleam of light ? 
Art. Fate is at hand, let's haſte to bid it we! 
It brings an end of wretchedne(s, {come 
Cle. Speak lower; | 
I ara a friend : long live Prince Artaxerxes ! 
Art. What wretch art thou, that bail't me itt 
a curſe ? 
Come from that cloud that muffles up thy face; 
And if thou haſt a dagger, ſhew it boldly; 
We with to die. 
Cle. Think better on my errand z 
[ bring you bleflings, liberty and life, 
And come the miniſter of happier fate. 
[Turns the light on berſelfe 
Now down, my blood, down te my trembling heart 
Nor ſparkle in my viſage to betray me. 
Art. Ha! as I live, a boy! a bluſhing boy! 
Thou wert not form'd ſure for a murderer's office ; 
Speak then, and tell me what and whence thou ati 


Cle, Oh, ſeek not to unveil à trivial ſecret, Art 
Which known, imports you not. I amn a youth Cle, 
Abandon'd to misfortunes from my birth, And of 
And never knew one cauſe to joy in life, I held 
But this that puts it in my power to ſave * 
A prince like Artaxerxes. Aſk no more, * 
But follow thro' the mazes that I tread, — 
Until you find your ſafety, mr 

Art. Thus forbidding, Vil 
Thou giv'ſ me cauſe t enquire: are then the guard "% A 
That when the day went down, with ſteicteſt wi — er 
Obſerv'd the temple gates, remov d or fled? * 0 

Cle, They are not 3 but with numbers reinfore la 100 
Keep every paſſage; only one remains — 
Thro' Mirza's palsce, open to our flight. - TY 

Mem. Ha! Mirza! there's Gamnation in his n The 3 
Ruin, deceit, and treachery attend it; Cl. 
Can life, can liberty or ſafety, come 2 * 
From him, or aught, that has an intereſt in him? 3 
Rather, ſuſpect this feighing boy his instrument Whos 
To plunge us deeper yet, if poſſible, 22 
la miſery. ks, ts 

Cle. Unfortunate ſuſpicion ! what ſhall I a kit te 
To urge 'em to be ſafe, and yet preſerve 4d Arr 
My wretched ſelf unknown? [4 \ * 
Vet hear me, prince, fince you ſuſpect me on Why be 
By Mirza, to enſnare you, kndw | terve [cavgh | en 
(Oh, gods! to what am I reduce d . 1 The m. 
Some god compaſſionate of your woes nas * Look u 
A woman's pity in her ſofter breast; | 


And 'tis from ber I come to tzive you ber. 
beg you to believe me. 0 0 6 


bly 


aid. 2 : | 
Defthion ferve her; and could the fend thee to me? 
Tis an valtkely riddle. by N 
Mem. Perhaps tie meant, 
That ſhe who Rares his poi ſonous blood, 
The pleafure of his vengeance. 
det thou, her inftrumenr, begone'z” and ſay, 
The fate of princes is not ſport for girls. | 
Cle, I grieve, niy lord to find your hard ſuſpicion 
Debars me from pre : 
(Which not your own Ameſtris wiſhes more.) 
To-mogrow's dawn (Oh ! let me yet prevail) 
The cruel queen refolvex ſhall be your laſt. 
Oh, fiy! let me conjure you, fave yourſelf. 
May that moſt awfut god that here is worſhipp*d 
Beprive me of hit chearfyl bears for ever, 
Maks me the wretched'ſt thing he ſees while living, 
If I have any thought but for your ſafety. 
Arti No, I have found the malice of thy miſtreſs; 
Since I refus'd her love when ſhe was proffer'd 
By her ambitjong father for my bride, 
And on a worthier cholce beftow'd my heart, 
She vows revenge on me for lighted beauty. 
Cle, My lord,' you do her maſt unmanly wrong; 
He own the merit of the fair Ameſtris, 
Nor ever durſt imagine ſhe deſerv'd you. 
Oh! ſpare that thought,. nor blot her virgia fame. 
In filence ſtill ſhe wonder'd at your virtues, 
Blefs'd you; nor at her own ill fate repin'd; 
This woypds her moſt, that you ſuſpect unkindly 
Th' officious piety that would have ſav'd you. . 
Carelefs of an offended father's rage, | 
For you alone concern d, the charg's me guide you, 
When midnight fleep hag cloz'd obſerving eyes, 
dal thro! his father's palace with this ke 
Aud if 1 met with any that durſt bar | 
Your paffage forth, ſhe bid me greet bim thus—— 
2 | | [ Stabs ** 
| [Artaxerxes catcher her as ſpe falls. 
Cle, Giv'n you the laft, 
And only proof remain'd, that could convince you 
| held your life much dearer than my own. 


Mem, Horrid amazement chills my freezing 1 


Cle, Let me conjure you with my lateſt breath, 
Nike haſte to ſeize the means that may preſerve 
This key, amidſt the tumult of this night, [you. 

1 [Giving the key. 
Vill open you a way thro* Mirza's palace. 
Kiy every god affiſt and guard your flight: 
And, oh! when all your hopes of love and glory 
re erown'd with juſt ſuecefs, will you be good, 
lad think with pity on the loſt Cleone! 

Art. Ten thouſand difmal fancies crown'd my 
MN! is it poſſible thou canſt be ſhe, [ thoutzhts. 
Thou moſt unhappy fair one | 

Cle, Spare my ſhame, 

Nor call the blood that flows to give me peace, 

be to my dying cheeks. Can you forget-- 

Vio was my father; and remember only 

ow much 1 with'd I bad deſerv'd your friendſhip ! 
15 let my tongue grow bold, and ſay, your love ! 
* twas not in my fate, 

„. What thall I (ay, 

mals bow my grateful heart is touch's ? 
da thou ſtain'd me with thy virgin blood ? 
en, ſweet ſaint, for thee I could forgive 

de malice of thy father. 

1 and live, 

* halt ill be near me as my heart. 

11 55 Oh, charming ſounds, that gently dell my 
"etlaſting reſt! I ſwear tis more, {foul 


un AMBITIOUS STEPMOTHER: 
e Yb droghter, fun thou? 1 have ſeen the 


ſhall ſhare] 


ſerving your dear life, 


| 


'You fondly mourn, that when you count the gains, 
] Yourſelf ſhould own your fortunes are well chang d. 


More joy to die thus bleſt d, than to have Hs 
A moneech's bride | may every bleſhing walt yo 
In war «nd peace, il may you be the gresteſt, 

The favourite of the gods, and joy of men- 

I faint—Oh, let me Jean upon your arm— ' 


She 

Art. He! the ſwoons ! | t a. 
The iron hand of death is on her beautles. | 
And ſee, like liBes nipp'd with froſt, they languifh! 

Mem. My tough old ſoldier's heart melts at the 
And an unwonted pity moves my breaſt, (fight, 
Jll-fated maid! too good for that-damn'd race, 
From which thou drew'ſt thy being! Sure the gods, 
Angry, ere while will be at length appeas'd 
With this egregious victim: let us tempt 'era 
Now while they ſeem to ſmile. 

Art. A beam of hope 


* 
* 


* 
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Strikes thro* my ſoul, like the firſt infant light + 
That glanc'd upon the chaos; if we reach g 
The open city, fate may be ours again: 
But oh! whate'er ſucceſs or happineſs 
Attend my life, ſtill fair unhappy maid, 
Still mall thy memory be my grief and honour? 
On one fix d day in ea returning year, 
Cypreſs and myrtle for thy fake I'll wear; 
E'en my Ameftris thy hard fate ſhall mourn, 
And with freſh rofes crown thy virgin urn, 
Till in Elyſium bleſs'd thy gentle ſhade | 
Shall own my vows of ſorrow juſtly paid. ¶ Exeunt, 
3 i 
SCENE, An Apartment in Mirza's Palace. 
| Enter Ameſftris, 
Am. ILL ye not hear, ye ever gracious gods F 
(Since fure you do not joy'in our miſ- 
fortunes, X ' 
But only try the ſtrength of our frail viytue) 
Are not my ſorrows full ? can aught be added ? 
My royal lord, and father | yet dear names 
In which my all of happineſs was fomm'd, 
What have the miniſters of fate done with you ? 
Are you not dead? Too ſure ! that's paſt a doubt : 
Oh, Memnon ! Oh, my prince ! my father! Oh, 
my huſband ! 
Enter Mirza, 

Mir. Such Juno was (except alone thoſe tears) 

When, upon Ida's top ſhe charm'd the god, 

That long had been a ftranger to her bed; 

Made him forget the bufineſs of the world, 

And lay aſide his providence, r'employ.  -/ 

The whole divinity upon her beauty. - 
And ſure twas worth the While; had I been Jove, 
So had I too been pleas'd to be deceiv'd 

Iato immortal joys, O ceaſe thy tears 

Am. Give em me hack, or if the grave and thou 
Reſtore to none, oh, join my fate to theirs | 
Shut us together in ſome ſilent vault, 

And huſh my ſorrows in eternal lumber. 

Mir. In pity to your form, aſſuage thoſe tears z 
Sorrow is beauty bane; nor let your breaſt 
Harbour a fear: I wage not war with fair ones; 
Let joy, the native of your ſoul, return, 

And love's gay god fit ſmiling in your eyet, 
As erſt he did; I bring you joy and glory, 
And would ſo fully recompeaſe the loſs 


Am. Oh, impieus comforter ! talk'ſt thou of joy, 
When nature dictates only death and horror? . 
Is there a god can break the laws of fate, 

And give me back the precious lives I've loſt? 


—— 
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16 Ta AMBITIOUS 
What nam'ſt thou recqnipence-? Can aught atone 
For bload ? A father's and a huſband's blend! 
Such comſort brings the hungry midnight welf, 
When having ſlain the ſhepherd, ſmear'd with gore, 


He leaps amidſt the helpleſs beating flock. 


Mir. Away with this perverſeneſs of thy ſex, 
Look up, be gay, and cheat me with thy benuties, 
And to thy with I will indulge thy fancy. 

Wot all th' imagin'd ſplendor of the gods 

Shall, match thy pomp; ſublimely ſhalt thou ſhine, 
The boaſt and glory of our Afian world ; 

Nor ſhall one ſhe of all thy tow'ring ſex 

Out- rival thee, thou lovely fair, in power. 

Oh, think on power, on power and place ſupreme ! 
What, if I talk'd of love? 

Am. Of love! Oh, monſter! | 

Mir. If love be monſtrous, fo is this fair frame, 
This beauteous world, this canopy, the ſky. 

Od, give, me but to taſte thy bliſsful charms, 
And take my wealth, my honour, pow'r, take all, 
All, all for recompence. 

Am. Execrable wretch! 

Thus, is it thus thou wouldſt aſſuage my ſorrows ! 

When thy inhuman bloody cruelty, 

Now with redoubling pangs Cicave my poor heart, 

Com'ft thou beſpotted with the recent ſlaughter 

To proffer impious love? accurſed fiend! : 

Horror and grief ſhail turn me to a fury 

Still with my echoing cries | will purſue thee, 

And hallow vengeance in thy guilty ears; 

Think not, villain "JEN - 

Wb art the plague and ſcourge of human-kind, 

That there is peace for thee, whilf 1 run mad 

With raging ſortow! Vengeance, vengeance waits 
thee, 

Creat as my woes! pt 

Hi,. I am not lucky at the gloffing art 

Of catching girls with words; but 'tis no matter; 

Forte is a ſute reſort : and when at laſt 

Fierce as a tow'ring falcon from her height, 

1 Roop to ſtrike the prey, it is my own. [ Aſde. 

Obſtinate fool, how dar'ſt thou croſs my wiſhes ? 


STEP MOTHER: 
|, "fangs: mate | « veoa 1hy 
+ What ſhall I fay to move him to compaſfon 
Thus grovelling, — thus upon the , 
Let me conjure you, ſpare my virgin honour! 
Kill me, the laſt of my unhappy race, 
And let old Memaon's name wich me be loft! 
Mir. That tongue which pleads; makes all eq 
treating vain, 
long to lofe my age in thy embraces, 
To baſk and wanton in thy warmer ſun 
Till a new youth ſhoot thro*-me. 
Am. Chaſte Diana, | 
And thou, the guardian of the marriage bed! 
Getting looſe from hi 
Thou, royal Juno, oh, proto the ed 21 
Mir. I pr'ythee, any yield and. be 4 
ueen; aying bold on ber again, 
Yield, and be any thing, I — bear VF 
Theſe fierce convulliye ſtarts, this raging flame. 
That drinks my blood. * 
Am. Oh, never, never, never. 8 
To my laſt gaſp, to death I will reſiſt! E 
Mir. My coward ſtrength, 
Rouſe, and deſerve the pleaſure thou would taſte, 
Am. Unmaaly traitor !—ſeize him, all ye fiends. 


Sd Ons Dc A 


Tho' mercy, in compaſſion of thy beauty 

Reach out her hand to ſave thee, yet, if I urg'd, 

Revenge may ſtill take place — think well on that. 
Am. That, that is all the mercy which I aſk; 

Indulge thy thirſty malice in my blood, 

And haſten fne to peace, | 5 
Mir. Alas! thou haſt not read aright thy deſtiny, 

Ma: ter of much import 7equires thy fe, 5 

And till, detains thee here. Come, I'll inſtruc) 

And put thee in the way of iate's deſign. [thee, 

| { Leyirg bold on ber. 


* 


An. Unhand me, villain ! 

Air. Nay, you muſt not ſtruggle, 

Nor frown, and look aſkew : faniaſtick ſex ! 
That put men on the drudgery to force you 
To vour own ſatisfaction. 

Am. Let me go, | 
Abddorr's, deteſied monſter ! Shall he brave you, 
Yoy awful gods! ſhall not your lightning blaſt bim 

Mir. Oh, no! your gods have pleaſures of their 
Some mortal beauty charms the wanton Jove, { own; 
Within whoſe arms he revels, nor has leiſure 
To mind, thy fooliſh raving. 

Am. Hear me now, ſweet Heaven! 

Save me, ye gods ! Oh ſave me! fave me! ſave me! 
Mir. Come, come along! you ſee you firive in 
vain. [ Striving avith ber, 

Am. ls there no hope of aid from gods or men? 
O, let me turn to thee then, knee! to thee, 

And with my prayers and tears impiore thy pity, 


Or how, we kro not; te compleat the ill, 
1 


[ In the Henke“ foe draws bis own peaiard, and Sh 
ſtabs bim. N. 
Mir. [ Falling.) Damnation! Oh, my heart! th D 
Has ſtruck me to the earth. [curſed ft 
Am, There fink for ever; | 
Nor riſe again to plague the wretched world. Ny 
Mir. My heated blood ebbs out, and now too lf Mt 
My cooler reaſon bids me curſe my folly. C 
Oh, idiot, idiot! to be caught ſo poorly! In 
My memory muſt be the jeſt of boys. Life 
Am. My boaſted courage ſinks at ſight of blood, 16. 
[Mirza attempting to riſe, falls aggis The 
Mir. It wo'not be! Life gulbes out amain, 'Tis 
And I ſhall die without revenge or aid. Tha 
[Trampling with Tis. 
What noiſe is that without there ? elpf Togu 
Am. Oh, Heavens! My þ 
What will become of me ? That 
Enter Orchanes haſtily. | 
Orcb. My lord! Where are you ? [dent An 


Blreding ! and on the ground! what wretched acci 


Then fate reſolves to makethis night compleat, His de 
Such as ſucceeding horrors ne'er ſhall match. And m 
Mir. Oh, my Orchanes! I am fallen vilely, Had [1 
Methought thou talk'ſt of horrors, ſpeak em bold! Find o: 
And try if aught can add to this confuſon. M7 loy 
Orcb. Prepare, my lord, and ſummon all yo An“ 
wiſdom, | 
Your urmoſt conſtancy of ſoul, to hear—— _ Ty at 
Mir. No more! I cannot wait thy preparation 
Let the ill fortune take me as it finds me. Mea, 
Orcb. Then hear it thus; your daughter's d 4. 
Mir. My daughter! Viet m 
| Thy words have met with an unguarded fide, a, ul! » 
And pierce een thro' my ſoul. Say, how ? Whe ® fem 
Tell me Ar. 
Or. b. As with a guard I kept the temple-ga * 


| heard old Memnon and the pris 'ner prince 
Loud as the roaring ocean in a ſtorm, 
When.on a ſudden, ete the night had gain'd 
Four hours at moR, the noiſe was huſh'd in fene 
Wond'ring, and curious of the cauſe, enter a, 
and found (Oh, grief to ſight !) your lovely dau 
Drefs'd like a boy, then warm, and newly dead, 
One wound was on her breaſt, Why ſbe was 
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N cot clofe without c pat pling 5 
. Lac . „ 


4 d. — 3 Sw Au attic 10 
4 8 af hrs nin 
* 9 Hay bathe re _— 
1 life, Obel — * 
the. earth, whoſe colg hand boſom - 
res re. 2 br 


* 


N = 2 L 3 G3 8.1 2; NN, 
ind. ere] die, 1 done ta merit this4 .. 
5 ly 5 f this loſs. . = 9 Villain Mira 
un * ſe ter's death 4 341 is "= \ 4 
. — 1 _ ; Offer'd moſt EC pee my 


Are, Ob, ge eternal rulers oe Werd 2 - 
©, | Could you look 2 But Gay; in ſtruct mel 
That,! 1e befor the. god that ſav\d-thiess © 1 
'twas ſome chafter paw'r tbat made mit 
ee {| me, And ner r ad the v 
pate, my. | With his pobiard to the villaid's heart; : 
rnd to Mirza. Thou art my daughter fill! ,Oh,. 20 
Mr. DIETS her, pull her} That gives in death an interval, af joys: Lalo ! 
—m—_— in that hour of fats alte ruter d, 
91 More: rr (ha i le I die childleſs ? By w r bs 6 
No; tb Gaat 1 ee Ford me to ſhare death with hö nm 
yes hantneſs, < FO [Befabs 4. Ait. Oh, then (aft dying wertaets i- rg 
Ab), ercy And curſe myſelf! curſe e en the gods! Ob, no; 
45 1 2 Vas, lems), laſt ſer- am. A % of. fate, and bow benentn ö 
1 and wi LY 20 F vice, The load that prefies me ; am ſunk to 
—_ Hays for would 
t to 


Anq ag'et ſhall aiſe again: here will IH 
gaze till] am nothing. FIN A 8 
Inportan | 
Life flays in. ain, and oh „% 
] L. N in 3 to r 2 1 e 


Have pity 10 * — 


Win 2 4 


Am, Alas | my bond, 
Theſe fleeting tha 


_ [Fain,wouls I chear your grief, but "tis in in — a 
'Tis 2 8085 eel it . the dreadful change 


or we have lov'd too well z indeed, tis bard, 
Tis very hard ta part : I cangot leave you gp 
The agon ught diftrafts meg hold me, 
Oh, bold me faſt, death ſhall.not tear me from you! 
At. © could my arms fence thee fromdeftin 
The gods might launch their thunder on my bead, 
«| Plague me with woes treble to what I fee; + 


1 know. by my.awh heart it is impotfible 3 2 
That natur 5 Als death Death Ln What 


Tizavaft di * : prieſts and ſcholars _ 
Enquire e ah d ard yet in doubt. 
My head turns round cannot form 7 

That pleaſes me about jit—Dying—muft.refolve a 


lirza dies.] With joy I would da dure it all ta ſave thee |. 
[dent An, Oh, my Iv fortune! Hun ia [ * — What ſhall 1 ſay, what ſhall I do te ſcwe thee |: 
r acci Fes Artixerxes calls, and bids me live... Grief ſhakes my frame, it — 8 


His dear lov? d image ſtays. m ti ul, 1 22 My manly conftancy and royal courage 
And makbs it Vager 3 in 15 's Mind houfe, be Run guſhibg thro' my eyes 3 Ob, my: Aziedtrio! « 
Had [ but ftrength, perhaps my fate B67 yet (Rip: {| Am. And ſee my father! ' his white beard is wet 
Find out a wa to ſave me. s With the ſod dew. „ 42d\ 3546-2 1a 5 
My love and make life worth. my care, 4 Men I try dete men my hdatt, 14 
Wi! my blood flows faſt: this way, 1 think. But-could not ſtavd. the buffet of this tempef},: - 
Goes off fain:ly.| It tears me vp—my.child | ha | art thou vying ? 
Itty at the other Side Artaxerzes and. Memaon, ib] An. Indeed Ya very fick. Ob, bold.me up! 
a Sword and Dark-lantborn. 7 My pain iaicreaſes, and a cold p dew : 
= Ha! here are lights. a Hangs on my face. Is there no fo > no caſe? 
e. And ſee, blood and a body on the floor 5. Have I your arm, my love 7 | 

Mu tneans this ſcene of death hat wretch art! Arr. Thou baſt! my heart, ; 


ll ye joſter payers | "tis Mirza, fee, [thou ? | Doſt thow-yet hold ? ., ; ».% | 
ems.new desd. An. Says wil you not. forget me, 
Thy punjſhment then is new to him, When:l am laid to moulder in. my tomb ? 
A there be one deeper pit of ſo)pbur, | Tis fure you will not, till there will be zoom 
: Rgue above the reft in chöfe dafl r ons, For myremembrance in your noble heart! 
'8 the moſt” abandon'd dog, way calm It, © - Now I faint. 
d ne for preference with devils Thethfelves . Oh, ſhield me; ſhield me. from that vgiy phantom, 
, my prince, let us attenpft. | The crve of death ! bos, dart ang-deep it is! 


Us and nile. {: rremble at the Gght—— tis higeous horror 
Re-enter Amis, The. gloom: grows v'er 9 me not lie there. 
Um, We nivf return, we cin get way. | '.- [Amettiis dies. 
&, The doorb are guarded, Fark Bas clov'd me] Art. Therelife * en avid the laſt roſy breath 
#1. Ha! art thou my Ameftris? ** *” round. | Went in chat ſigh, . Now for veſt 3. 

* hog, my davghter ! [They run to ber, Old Memnon | Ha ! grief has transfix'd his brain, 
eye then comme at la?t to bleſs my eves, And bs 3 me gct No] what of thee? 


* 


Tan -AMBITIOUS 
alen thou co live, chou wretch ? 8 


+ |: =] thing! 
Thought is damnation z *tis the plague of devil 
To think on what they are. Aud ſee, this weapon 
Sball thield me from it, plunge me in forgetfulneſs, 
Ere the dire ſcorpion, thought, can rouſe to fting me. 
Lend me thy: boſom, my cold bride : ill fortune 
ber. 
Has done it's worſt, and we ſhall TS 
Wait for me, gentle ſpirit, ſince the ſtars 
An moſt" receive us, Lale bimſelf.)} Oh, 
- well imd! 
How fooliſh is the coward's fear of death } 
Of death, the 66—— way for pence. 
l [Artaxerxes dies. 
[Memnon, —.— be on the bodies ſome time, 
f ten 
Mem. Yet will 17 % tho' my eyes grow ſtiff, 
And furn to feel <= + Here's a fight 
To bleſs a father! theſe, theſe wu gifts, 
Ye bounteous gods ! 
You gave mne being too, and ſpun me out | 
wretchedneſs. Away | tens cruelty! 


To ho 
Oh, cur curſed, curſed fourſcore 
Ye heap of ille, pe monſtrous pile le of plig plagues ! ! 


Sure they lov'd well, the very fireams of blood, 
That flow from their pale botoms, meet and mingle. 
Stay, let me view em bettet 
If chou art like thy mother ſhe dy'd too 
Where is ſhe ? Ha ! that dog, — villain Mirza, 
He bears her from me: ſhall we not purſue 
The whirl of battle comes acroſs me, fly; 
Begone ; they ſhall aot, dare not brave me thus, 
= on, my prince, 

We'll tart and reach the goal of fate at once! 

[ Runs off. | 


Liebe.. 

Quer. Why am I. ſummon'd with this call of 
This js no common ruin Artamence] $4 [deach ? 
4 oft. Oh, con Fghe! Lodking 
At. , 0 mal rg c 
0 Wheat is it frights thy eyes 7 l 

I Ar. O14 Memnon's body, 
Upon the floor the batter'd carcaſe lies 
Welt' — — R 

Deen Fierce deſpair x 
Has Forte d a way for the impetuous ſoul, 

Te well, he is io peace What means this tumult? 
| claſhing of ſwords. 
Enter an Officer, Lis 2 

Offi. Fly, Madam, leſt your perſon be not ſafe; 
The trüiter Bagoas, to whoſe charge you truſted 
The prince your ſon, has drawn the guargs ro-join 
And now, affiſted by the ſuriqus rabble, [dim, 


— 


On every ſide they charge theſe Few who keep 


This palace and the temple, with loud outeries, 
Proclaiming that they mean to free the pris'aers. 
Orchanes, ere I fled to give you norice, 

Fell by the prince's hand ; the raging torrent 
Bore down our weak reiftance, and purſuing 
With furious haſte, een trod upon my flight: 


Enter « on the orber Side, Queen and Artendante, v 


2 


en 


| cance z this ſtorm Ir tatt'd too 
ba heres all I with already 

EWA — 

ntey © lean 43 

their Sever dl drawn. N 

Arts. Then virtue is in vain, fince baſe deveit 
And treachery have triumph'd o'er the mighty. 
Oh, nature I let me turn my eyes aways. 
Leſt I am blaſted by a mother's figh 

_ Ungratefyl rebel! do Ari 7 out arms 
Purſue me for my tvo indulgent fondne is 
And care for thee ? 
Au. Well has that care been ſhewn 
Have you not foully ftain'd my ſacred fame? 
Look on that fretie of blood! the dire effets 
Of cruel ſen.ale arts. But, oh, what recompenſe ? 
What can you give me for my murder'd love ? 
Has not * labyrinth — fatal counſels 
Involy'd my fair, my | leſt Cleone ? 
By our bright gods 1 — T will alert 


The mzjeſty of manly government, 
Nor wear again your chains. | 
Queen. — 2 talk'ft as if thy infant hand could 
gra 
Guide, and command the fortune of the world; 
But thou art young in pow'r. Remember, boy, 
Thy father, once the G ro of his a 
Was proud to be the ſubje& of my diy; 5 
And doſt thou hope to ſhake off my command ? 
Doft thou, the creature of my forming hand? 
When I affert the pow'r thou dar'ſt invade, 
Like Heaven Iwill refolve to be obey'd, 
And rule or ruin that which once I made. 
[ Exeunt Queen and Attendants. 

Atta. Let a guard waitthequeen: tho' nature plead 
— reverence to her perſon, jealous power 
Muſt watch her ſubtle and ambitious wit. 

Cle. Already he has met the fate he merited, 
Some fury more than mortal ſeiz'd the crowd: 
At once they ruſh'd, at once they cry'd, Revenge; 
Then ſnatch'd, and tore the trembling prieſt to. 

pieces. 

What was moſt ftrange, no injury was offer d 
To any of the brotherhood defide, 
Bat all their rage was ended in his death: 
Like formal juftice that ſeverely ftrikes, 
Back on the recent ftory of this night; 
And thee with me wilt wonder, and confeſs 
| The tobt are great and = 
May this example guid 2 future — 
Let honour, truth, and Juftice, crown my reign 
Ne'er let my kingly word be given in vain, 
But ever ſacred with my foet remain. 
On theſe foundations ſhall my empire ftand, 
The gods ſhall vindicate my juſt command, 


This inſtant brings them here, 


| 
( 


The warrior to.the woman's wit gave way, 
And found it was his intereft to obey : 
Haſt thou ſecur'd the impious prieſt, Cleanthes ? 
Magas, that wretch that proſtitutes our gods? 
And in an inftant is ſerene and calm. 

Arte. Oh, my Cleanthes! do but caft thy thought 
2 guard that power they truſted to my hand. 

F "1.3 


